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MASSEY: CHARACTERS 
In the order of their appearance) 


BERTHA. 

“Fisoy’”’? Fynn, 

Davip Carter. 

VALERIE MERTON. 

Puitre MANDERsS. 

Miss Ursuta MANNERING. 
Barpara MEADOows. 
HERBERT SCATTERS. 

Miss FEATHERSTONE. 


DetecrtivE-INsPECTOR FARLEIGH, 


C.I.D., New Scotland Yard. 


The entire action of the play takes place in a room in Cliff Edge 
Cottage, Nunridge, a secluded part on the South-East Coast of England. 


ACT I. Scene 1. Morning. Spring. 
ScENE 2. Afternoon of the same day. 


ACT II. Scene 1. Morning of the next day. 
Scene 2. A week later. Night. 


ACT II. The night of the twenty-third. 
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SUCH THINGS HAPPEN 


ACT I 


SPRING. THE PRESENT. 
Scene 1. Morning. 


(Through the window and Door C., when opened, brilliant sunshine ts 
seen. For a moment, the stage is empty; everything ts quiet. 

Presently Brrtua enters by Door R. She is in maid’s uniform. She 
appears looking back over her right shoulder in a frightened attitude. 
Slowly she tiptoes in. Stops. Suddenly turns her head left as if she had 
heard a noise. Sighs with relief as she sees nothing. Tiptoes across room, 
cautiously opens Door L. and looks out, all this in a very furtive manner. 

Reassured she comes back; facing audience she proceeds to pull up her 
stocking, standing in front of easy-chair Lert. 

Suddenly there is a loud report Orr R. She throws up her arms with 
a shriek of terror and collapses into chair in a dead swoon. Several more 
reports are heard, getting fainter and dying away Orr R. 

Fisuy, then Davin, swing in past window from Orr R. Fisuy, about 
twenty-six, smartly dressed in immaculate flannels and stylish jacket, is 
cheerful and affable. Davip, about the same age, is of the more serious 
kind. He is more comfortable with a pipe than with a cigarette; his 
sports-clothes are inclined to be a little well-worn.) 

Fisny (enters by Door C.): Well, this is it. (Looks round, as though at 
an unfamiliar place, then at Davin, who has entered carrying two 
suitcases) Why didn’t that taxi-driver bring those in? 

Davip (drops cases, goes to Door C. again): You're in the country now, 
old boy. (Exit C., goes Orr R. Fisuy wanders to Lert, looking 
round the room. At easy-chair his eyes rest on Berta but not the 
slightest expression registers on his face. Turns away, still looking 
round, but suddemy spins round again and stares at BertHa. He 
gives a gasp. Goes quickly upstage as Davin enters at Door C. 
from OrF R. with two more cases) 

Fispy: David! David, listen 

Davin: Did you have to bring all this luggage? How long do you think 
we’re going to be here? (Notices Fisuy is gulping nervously) What's 
the matter with you? 

Fisny (facing Davin, his back to Brrtua): Don’t look now, old boy, but 
there’s—(Gives a slight jerk of his head towards Brrtua, but without 
turning)—there’s a body over there. (With a startled look at him 
Davin goes to Berroa. Takes her wrist) _ 

Davip: She’s fainted. (Fisuy relaxes with relief and turns. BERTHA 
begins to stir) It’s all right—she’s coming round. (Brrtua slowly 
opens her eyes. Fisty has come to the other side of her chair. Seeing 
both of them she gives a scream) Steady there. You fainted, that’s 
all. You'll be okay in a minute. 
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Fisuy (very shakily): She certainly had me scared. (To BertHa—) Is 
there any brandy in the house? 

Bertua: Oh, I can’t take brandy. 

FisHy: Maybe not, but J can! 

Davin (to Berroa): What made you faint? 

Bertua: I ’eard a shot. 

Fisuy: A what? 

BertHa: A shot. (Indicating Orr R.) Out there. (Davip and Fisuy 
straighten up, exchanging glances) 

Davin (patiently): Did you ever hear of a car-engine backfiring? 

BertHa: Was that all it was? (Davin nods. She gives a sickly smile) 
Sorry. (Composes herself) But this ’ouse gives me the creeps. 

Davip: Who is she, anyway? 

BertHa: I’m from the Strand Domestic Agency. 

Fisuy (to Davip): Oh, yes—I rang up and told them to send somebody. 

BertHa: They said somebody bright, strong, capable and willin’ was 
wanted. They gave me the keys and told me where to come, so I 
took the first train up from Town yesterday mornin’. 

Fisuy: Well, you’ve certainly made this place look all right, anyhow. 

Berta: Yes, sir. I always does right by them as does right by me. 

Fisxy (heartily): Well, that’s fine. What's your name? 

Bertua: Bertha, sir. And I expect you'll be Mr. Haddock. 

FisHy : What? 

BerTHa: Aren’t you Mr. Haddock? 

Fisuy: No, I’m not! My name’s Fynn. 

Bertua: I knew it ’ad somethin’ to do with fish. 

Fisuy: Yes, but not all that much! This industrious-looking type is 
Mr. Carter. 

Bertua (to Davin): Pleased to meet you, sir. Are we stayin’ ere long, sir? 

Fisuy (vaguely): Oh, a month—six weeks. Depends whether we like 
it or not. 

Bertua: Yes, sir. ‘Ave you been ’ere before, sir? 

Fisy: No, why? 

Bertua: Well, sir 

Fisoy: Well what? 

BertHa: There’s somethin’ funny about this house. 

Fisny: What do you mean, funny? (Davin, who has started to unpack a 
case, looks up) 

Bertua: Well, two people wot I stopped when I came from the station 
gave me funny looks when I asked the way to Cliff Edge Cottage. 
(Gets to her feet) 

Fishy: Oh, I wouldn’t let that worry you. People always give me funny 
looks when I ask the way anywhere. 

Berrua: But that ain’t all, sir 

Fisuy (hastily): Some other time. Now, how about you fixing us up 
something to eat, while we get moved in? I suppose you can cook? 

BertHa: Oh yes, sir. Of course, I’m plain as you might say. 

Fishy: Well, I’m no raving beauty myself 

Davin (laughs): She means plain cooking, chump. 

Fisuy : a Well now, you run along to the kitchen and see what you 
can do. 


(Pauses, looks uneasily around) 
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Bertua: Yes, sir. (Exit by Door R.) 

Fisuy: Well, what do you think of it? (Davin does not reply. He ts 
looking at a framed photograph which he has unpacked) David! 

Davip (looking round): What? 

Fisuy: I said what do you think of it—the house? 

Davip: Oh, it’s fine. 

Fishy: You think it’s the right place for a famous inventor to finish his 
model? 

Davip: When was I ever a famous inventor? 

Fishy : Only a question of time, old boy. Wait till Universal Airlines see 
your model finished. 

Davin: Suppose they don’t like it? 

Fisuy: That’s a fine way to talk! They went for your drawings in a big 
way, didn’t they? 

Davin: A lot of ideas look good on the drawing-tables. There might be a 
dozen snags in the finished job. All the same, I don’t think there will. 

Fisuy (slapping him on the back): Of course there won’t! You're going 
to finish the model, pass the test, and they’ll fit the V.M. valve in all 
their *planes—then you'll be famous, won’t you? Why, it’s the 
biggest thing since jet-propulsion. 

Davip: Glad somebody believes in me, anyhow. 

FisHy: Now, don’t drivel, old son. Everybody believes in you. 

Davin (quietly, looking down at photograph): Not everybody. 

Fisuy: Certainly they do! Even your boss at the Steelworks did 

Davin: Perhaps that’s why he fired me. 

Fisuy: You know perfectly well he didn’t want to let you go. But 
(Sees photograph and checks. Then, in serious tone ) Why 
did you have to bring Valerie’s photograph with you? 

Davin (turning away, uncomfortably): Why shouldn’t I bring Valerie’s 
photograph? 

Fisuy: Because you came here to work on your invention and you won’t 
do that if you’re thinking about Valerie Merton. 

Davin (throwing photograph back into case): My landlady must have put 
it in my bag. Anyway, what difference does a photograph make? 
Fisuy: That’s all very well, but you know as well as I do that ever since 

Valerie broke off your engagement you’ve just gone to pieces. 

Davin (turning away): Nothing of the kind. It’s—well, it’s just that the 
job’s been worrying me a bit, that’s all. 

Fisuy (shakes his head): That yarn might do for anybody else, but I 
know better. It’s Valerie that’s been getting you down. 

Davin (wheeling round angrily): Will you shut up about Valerie! Forget 
her! That’s what she told me to do, wasn’t it?) The whole thing’s : 
finished with! 

Fisoy: Well, I hope so, but 

Davin (worked up to a fury): What business is it of yours, anyway? 
(Suddenly stops. He controls himself. There is a short silence. 
Then—) I’m sorry, Fishy. 

Fisny: That’s all right, old boy. 

Davin: What a swine I am. Here you are, practically supporting me, 
and 

Fisuy : Oh, cut that out 
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Davip: You've taken this place for me. You're paying the rent, and | 
haven’t even the common decency to be grateful. 

Fispy: You’d better not start being grateful to me, unless you want a 
punch in the nose. 

Davin (after a while, punching Fisuy affectionately on the shoulder): 
How long have you taken the house for, Fishy? 

Fisuy: Oh, any old time. Stiffy Denham’s had it empty for so long 
he didn’t argue about tenancy. I suppose he thought the sooner 
we moved in the sooner the mice would move out. We'll stay just 
as long as you want to. 

Davip: Thanks for everything, Fishy. And if ever you get sick of me 
and my moods 

Fisny: Oh, forget it, will you? Let’s get our kit upstairs, shall we? 

Davin: All right. (Bundles things into case) 

FisHy (taking up cases): Wonder why old Stiffy Denham couldn’t get this 
place rented by anybody. (Moving Lert) 

Davin: Don’t know. Seems all right to me. 

FisHy: You don’t think it’s the drains, do you? If there’s anything I hate 
it’s whiffy drains. (Exit by Door L., sniffing audibly. Davin is 
shutting his case. Takes Vavertt’s photograph out; for a moment he 
looks at it. Then he places it on small table or elsewhere at hand, 
picks up the other cases and follows out by Door L. The stage is 
empty for a moment, then VaLertE MERTON ts seen to pass window 
from Orr R., followed by PHttiep ManveErRs. VALERIE is about twenty- 
two, stylishly dressed for outdoors, hair-fashion and make-up just 
right; she is very attractive and obviously spoiled. PHtvip is a person- 
able and well-attired young man. His poise and charm of manner are 
those of the gentleman. He opens Door C., VALERIE enters) 

VateriE: Why, the door isn’t locked. 

Pup (smiles, following her in): Ought it to be? 

VateriE: I thought the place was entirely deserted. 

Puitie: Perhaps somebody’s been sent in to clean it up. I’m sure it would 
need it, the time it’s been empty. 

VauerieE (facing him, after a brief look round): Thank you for bringing 
us from the station. 

Puiuip (laughing): I couldn’t have let you come in old Joe Bigg’s cab. 
You’d have been rattled to bits. 

VateRtE (gently flirting with him): Do you make a habit of waiting out- 
side the station with your car for perfect strangers? 

Puitip: Oh, no. We scarcely ever have any strangers at Nunridge. 

VaterteE: Well, from what I saw of it on the way here, that doesn’t 
surprise me. 

fee RAGES curious): Do you expect to be staying here very 
ong! 

VareriE: I haven’t the faintest idea. You must ask my aunt—it’s her 
holiday, not mine. What on earth does one do at an out-of-the-way 
sea-coast village like this? 

Puiu: Oh, it has its points. We have the finest army of sea-gulls on the 
English coast—if you’re fond of watching sea-gulls. (They laugh) 
There’s one thing about this cottage—it has a pretty good hard-court 
at the back. (Nodding Orr L.) Do you play tennis? 
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Vaterte: When there’s nothing better to do. 

Puitip: That means you'll be playing an awful lot of tennis! Would it 
be too much to hope that you might invite me for a game? 

VaLertE: Why not?. Whom shall I invite? 

Puitip: Manders is my name—Philip Manders. My guv’nor’s Sir John 
Manders—Bench, M.-P. and all the local bigwig rot. Our place is the 
Grange. 

VateriE: My name’s Merton—Valerie Merton. 

Puiuir: Well, that sounds like old Joe’s cab rolling up. (Goes upstage) 
So I suppose I'd better—{Looks through window)—Hallo, another 

irl. 

ae Barbara Meadows, a sort of tenth cousin of mine, Aunt 
Ursula’s companion these days, which is quite a job of work. 

Pure: Two girls in Nunridge is a big day. The only other time it 
happened was when we had a shipwreck. Well, I'll be getting 
along. Good-bye, and don’t forget about that tennis court. Or 
about me. 

VareriE: I won't. (They exchange friendly smiles and Putir goes 
out by Door C. and Orr R. Vaverte comes downstage, looking 
around. Takes off hat, tosses it on to nearest chair; looking into a 
wall-mirror or her handbag mirror she adjusts her hair and uses lip- 
stick. Enter Miss Ursuta Mannerine by Door C. from Orr R. She 
is middle-aged, presents a fierce front and speaks brusquely. Arrived 
in doorway she looks back OrF R.) 

Aunt Ursuta (calling Orr R.): Barbara, don’t you let that man touch my 
bags! He tried to swindle me over the fare and I don’t trust him! 
Fetch them yourself—what do you think [ pay you for? (She 
enters, muttering to herself as she glances critically around the room, 
unfastening her gloves—) These modern girls—no stamina, no guts! 
All they can think about is looking pretty! (Glaring at Vaverte, 
who is busy before mirror) I suppose it’s asking too much to expect 
you to soil your lily-white hands fetching our things? (Enter BERTHA 
by Door R.) Who are you? 

Bertua: I’m Bertha, mum. 

Aunt Ursuta: Oh, are you? And what are you doing here? 

BerTHA: I’m workin’ ’ere. 

Aunt Ursuta (to Vaterie): I suppose you engaged her! Well, you can 
sack her! I’m not paying her wages. 

VALERIE: I didn’t engage her. 

Aunt Ursuta: Then who did? She doesn’t get thrown in with 
the rent, I’m perfectly certain. (Enter Barzara Meapows by Door 
C. from Orr R. She is a pretty girl, quietly but tastefully 
dressed. She puts down the cases she is carrying and goes out for 
more) 

Bertua: I was engaged by Mr. Fish, mum. 

VALERIE: Who? 

Bertua: Mr. Fish. 

Aunt Ursuta: And who on earth’s Mr. Fish, when he’s at home? 
(Enter Fisuy by Door L.) 

Bertua (pointing to him): "Im. 

Vaterte (turning): Fishy! (She is amazed) 


8 SUCH THINGS HAPPEN 


Fisuy: Valerie! Well, hallo— 

Vaterie: Why, what are you doing here? (BertHa goes quietly out by 
Door R.) 

Fisoy : We—er—that is, I’m staying here 

VALERIE: Staying here? 

Fisny: Yes—er—bit of a change, you know. Thought I’d take my 
holiday early this year. (With a forced smile—) Just to make sure of 
getting in somewhere 

VaLeriE: Fishy—we’re staying here! 

Fisuy : Who are? 

VaLeriE: Why, my aunt and Barbara Meadows—— 

Fisuy (having gone to Aunt Ursuta): Oh, hallo, Miss Mannering. (With 
an ingratiating smile—) You remember me (Barsara has 
entered by Door C. with a case) 

Aunt Ursuta (nods, giving Fisuy a stern eye): I remember you! 

Fisuy (aside, immediately subdued): 1 was afraid you would. 

Barzara (setting case down): What we want is a couple of strong men 
or a conveyor-belt or something. 

Fisuy (going eagerly to her): Hallo there . 

Aunt Ursuta: Young man, get away from that girl! (Fisny jumps 
hastily away from Barpara) She’s supposed to be working, even if 
you aren’t. (Going towards Orr R.) Well, come on, come on. 
(Exit. Barpara, with a resigned sigh, follows out Orr R.) 

Fisuy (at Door C., watching after Barsara): Gosh, Barbara’s nice, isn’t 
she? 

VaLeriE (desperately): Fishy, what zs all this mix-up? 

FisHy (busy with his own thoughts): Barbara Meadows. Nice name, 
too 

Vaterie (suddenly seeing photograph): My photograph! (Snatches it 
up) 

FisHy: What? (Comes downstage) Oh, that 
graph down, her back turned) 

VaertE: Who brought it here? 

Fisuy (uncomfortably): Well, as a matter of fact—er—David did. 

VALERIE (swinging round): David! 

Fisty: “Yes. . You see 

VaLerIE: Do you mean that David’s here? 

Fisny: Yes. We’re having a sort of—er—stag holiday here. Just the 
two of us (He breaks off at the strange look on Va.erte’s face. 
Suddenly she snatches up her hat and handbag and walks quickly to 
Door C. Fisuy calls to her hastily) Valerie—where are you going? 
(She does not reply, but continues on her way. But, before she 
reaches Door C., Davin enters by Door L. He stops short as he 
sees her) 

Davip: Valerie! (VALERIE stops. Stands a moment with her back 
to audience, then she seems to relax and turns towards Davi 
She and Davin face each other. Fist silently goes out by Door C. 
Through window he looks back at them, then goes Orr R. There is 
a brief silence, then—) Why are you here? 

VaLERIE (reassuming her ease of manner now that the tension is broken): 
I might ask you the same question. 


(VALERIE sets photo- 
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Davi: I’m staying here with Fishy. (During the following it is seen that 
it 1s VALERIE who is the hostile party, Daviw’s feelings for her still 
being apparent) 

VateriE: Aunt Ursula wanted a holiday at some quiet place on the coast; 
she also wanted me to go with her. You know what she’s like—she 
usually gets what she wants. So here we are. 

Davin: But Fishy told me he’d rented the place—just for the two of us. 
VatertE: I don’t know anything about that, but I do know that Aunt 
Ursula’s rented it for a month. 
Davip: Oh, there must be some mistake 

VAvERIE: There is, but it won’t take very long to put it right. 

Davin: What do you mean? 

VateriE: Obviously we doth can’t stay here. I'll go. (Turning upstage) 

Davip: No. If anyone has to go, J will. 

VaLeERiE (turning): You will not. I stopped accepting favours from you 
when our engagement was over. 

Davip (going to her): Look, Valerie—even if we couldn’t get along 
together when we were engaged, we needn’t be bitter. 

VateriE: There’s no question of being bitter or anything else. I’m simply 
refusing to let you put yourself to any inconvenience on my account, 
that’s all. 

Davin (quietly): What about your aunt’s holiday? 

VateriE: That’s for her to worry about—this wasn’t my idea. (Starting 
for Door C. Davin catches her arm) 

Davip: Valerie. (She stops but does not look at him) Why have we got 
to go on like this every time we meet? 

Vaterie (turns her head, looks straight at him): I don’t know. But, 
whatever the reason, it can easily be avoided. 

‘Davin: How? 

VaeriE: By making sure that we don’t meet. (Davin drops her arm and 
turns away. Aunt Ursuta is seen to pass window from Orr R. 
Vaterte gives Davin a brief look then opens Door C. Aunt Ursuta 
is seen in doorway, a case in her hand) 

Aunt Ursuta: Where are you going? 

VaLeriE: Back to the station. It seems we’ve made a mistake. 

Aunt Ursura: Nothing fresh for you, I should imagine! (Fisny and 
Barzpara appear from Orr R., carrying luggage. Aunt Ursuta eyes 
Davin fiercely) Oh, so you’re here, are you? 

Davip: Valerie’s right—there appears to have been some queer mistake 
somewhere. Fishy rented this place from the owner and now Valerie 
says you rented it. 

Aunt Ursuta: I did, but I took the place through some estate agents. 

Davin: So that’s how the mix-up happened. 

Aunt Ursuta (still frowning at Davin): Well, what are you going to do 
about it? (Puts case down) 

VavertE: There’s only one thing that can be done. 

Aunt Ursura: Oh! And what’s that? 

VateriE: We shall have to go away. 

Aunt Ursura: Oh, shall we! This is my holiday, young lady, and I shall 
have something to say about that! Barbara, ring the bell! (Barpara 
presses bell-push) 
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Vaterie : If it’s all the same to you, l’d prefer not to stay any longer. 
Aunt Ursuta (beginning to remove hat): It isn’t all the same to me. 
Davin: It’s all right, Miss Mannering. Fishy and I will clear out. 

Aunt Ursuta: Perhaps you will—but not until you’re told to! (Vazerte 
goes slowly to Aunt Ursuta) 

VaLertE (in dangerous tones): I don’t know what ridiculous idea you’ve 
got in your mind now, but I’d like to remind you that J have some 
feelings in the matter. 

Aunt Ursuta: Who’s paying for this trip? 

VaveriE: You are. But 

Aunt Ursura: Then what I say goes! I’m staying here! (BARBARA 
helping, she removes her coat) 

VALERIE: Very well then. I’m going home. 

Aunt Ursuta: You're doing nothing of the kind. Your father’s broke— 
like all the Mertons I ever knew—and you know it. At the present 
time he’s borrowing money from me—and he’|] make you do exactly 
as I say. (To Bertua, who has entered by Door R.) How many 
bedrooms are there in this house? 

BerTHA: Three, mum—not counting my own room in the attic. 

Aunt Ursuta: That takes care of everything. (Motioning to the pairs 
in turn—) You two men share one room. You girls share another, 
and I have the third. (Sits majestically in easy-chair) We all stay 
here! (They all stare helplessly at her as she begins to remove her 
gloves and the Curtain falls) 


END OF ACT JI, Scene 1. 


Scene 2. Later the same day. 


(Curtain rises on an empty stage. Picture for a few moments, then 
through the window THE STRANGER is seen to appear from Orr R. He 
wears a dark coat, the collar of which is turned up and a dark felt hat, 
pulled well down over his eyes; in addition he wears a muffler, so that his 
face is almost completely masked. It is important that he 1s utterly 
unrecognizable. Neither his face, nor any physical peculiarity must give 
him away. Peering through the window he glances round the room 
then, as silently as ever, he passes on. Exit Orr L. After a moment 
Door L. opens. Enter Aunt Ursura and Barpara dressed in afternoon 
wear) 

Aunt Ursuta (talking as she enters): Well, that’s got the bedrooms look- 
ing a bit more respectable, anyhow. Valerie not come in? 

Barsara: No, not yet. 

Aunt Ursuta: What time is it? (She sits) 

Barsara: Just after four. 

Aunt Ursuta: Then she’s been out for over two hours! Where is she? 

Barsara: Gone for a walk, perhaps. 

Aunt Ursuta: Valerie—walk? She went out with that Manders fellow 
—am I right? 
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Barpara (smiles, nods): He called for her in his car and Valerie just said 
they were going for a bit of a drive round. (Fetches cushions to put 
behind Aunt Ursuta’s back) 

Aunt Ursuta: H’m. Why Providence should make Valerie my niece 
and you only my godchild I don’t know. 

Barsara (smiles): I’m quite satisfied. 

Aunt Ursuta: That’s just what I mean! No father since you were a 
child, you supported your mother ever since you left school—office- 
work, small wages—and you're satisfied and happy! She’s lived like 
a duchess all her life and she’s neither! . . . How long have you 
been with me now? 

Barsara: Mother died in November—five months. 

Aunt Ursuta (nods): You only knew Valerie when you were both 
children together. What d’you think of her now you’ve seen her 
grown-up? 

Barsara: As a matter of fact, I like her. Though she seems to take an 
awful lot of trouble to avoid being liked. (Curtously—) Why did 
you bring her on this trip? 

Aunt Ursuta: To get her away from her home, for one thing. Do her 
good. What that girl wants is a good, hard spanking! 

Barpara: So you’ve said before. (Smiles) It wouldn’t help, you know. 

Aunt Ursuta: She’s got hold of a set of snobbish ideas and she’s quite 
old enough to know that they’re false values ! 

Barzara: Yes. iceebtvinss But 

Aunt Ursuta: But what? 

Barsara: Well, I got the idea that she’s . . . Oh, mixed up a little in her 
mind just now. Inwardly divided about something. If she is—— 

Aunt Ursuta: Well? 

Barzara (smiles, shakes her head): My dear, you don’t cure any girl of 
a thing of that sort simply by giving her a spanking. It isn’t as 
easy as that. 

Aunt Ursuta (thumping a cushion): It’s still worth trying! 

Barpara (smiles): Give her a chance to get straightened out first. Now 
you lie back and rest. (Aunt Ursuta settles back and shuts her eyes. 
Barpara finishes arranging her cushions, then goes on tidying up the 
room. Fisuy enters by Door R. humming the latest dance-hit) 

Fisuy: Hi, there! 

Barpara: Hi! (Smiles at him, but goes on with her work, Fisuy takes a 
very careful look at Aunt Ursuta and nods, as though satisfied she 1s 
asleep) 

Fisny: Do you realize you’ve been working ever since you came into the 
joint this morning? 

Barsara: What’s wrong with that? I get paid for it. 

Fisuy (grinning affably): Think you’re going to like it here? 

Barsara: Oh, yes. Miss Mannering’s quite delighted with the place. 

Fisuy: There’s a lot of absolutely smashing walks to go. Er—for any- 
body who likes walking, that is. 

Barsara: That’s grand. Miss Mannering’s very fond of walking. (Fisuy 
registers exasperation) 

Fisuy (trying again): And do you know—down there among the rocks 
it’s a perfectly super place for bathing. 
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Barpara: I’m afraid Miss Mannering won’t be doing any bathing. . 

Fisuy (in exasperation): Look—it’s not Miss Mannering I’m talking 
about! It’s two other people—you and me! (Barpara, with a 
startled look at Aunt Ursuta, motions him to be quiet) 

Barzara: Look, you'll really have to excuse me. I’ve got work to do. 

Fisuy (complainingly): I suppose she does give you time off to clean your 
teeth once in a while? 

Barpara (in a tense whisper): Piease! (Frantically indicating AUNT 
URSULA.) 

Fisuy (with a careless glance at Aunt Ursuta): Oh, the old battle-axe is 
asleep. ’ 

BarBARA Gama whispering): Go away—please ! 

Fisuy (firmly): I shan’t go away until you promise to let me take you out 
after tea. 

Barzara: But I couldn’t go. Not unless 

Fisuy: Unless what? 

Aunt Ursuta (fiercely): Not unless the old battle-axe lets her! (FisHy 
jumps. Aunt Ursuta glares at him) 

Fisuy (babbling): Oh—er—I’m sorry. I thought 

Aunt Ursuta: Never mind what you thought! (Fisy makes frantic 
signs to Barpara, then tries to make a desperate getaway towards 
Door R.) And don’t go away whilst I’m talking to you! (Fisuy 
stops with a jerk and spins round) Is that niece of mine back yet? 

FisHy (anxious to please): Vl go and look. (Catches Barpara’s arm and 
urges her upstage) You'd better come along and help me 

Aunt Ursuta: You leave that girl alone! (FisHy has hastily released 
Barzsara) Whose companion d’you think she’s paid to be—mine or 
yours? 

Fisy (weakly): Sorry. It was just an idea. 

Aunt Ursuta: Where’s David Carter in all this? 

Fisoy: In the garage. He’s fitting it up as a workshop. 

Aunt Ursuta: Does he know Valerie went out with this Mr. Manders? 

Barpara: Yes. I think he saw them go out together. 

Aunt Ursuta: Did he say anything, or do anything? 

Fishy: No. He just turned on the strong, silent man and cleared off to 
the garage. 

Aunt Ursuta (disgustedly): He would! (Suddenly from Orr R., BerTHa 
runs past window. She wears outdoor things and carries a well-filled 
shopping-bag. Bursts in by Door C.) 

Berta (greatly distressed): Oh! Oh, lor’! 

Aunt Ursura: What’s the matter with you, girl? 

Bertua: I’ve—I’ve been follered! (She is almost in a state of collapse. 
Barpara supports her) ; 

Fishy: You’ve been what? 

Bertua: I went down to the village for the groceries—an’ ’e saw me! 

Aunt Ursuta: Who saw you? 

Berta: A man! ’E follered me all the way back along the Cliff Edge 
road! Oh, my ’eart! (Gasps. Fisuy has filled a glass with soda 
from a siphon on small table) 

Aunt Ursura: Stop puffing and blowing like that and tell us what 
happened ! 
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Fisny: Here—drink this. (BertHa gulps soda, Barpara puts her in a 
chair) 

Barsara: There—is that better? 

BrertHa: Yes—thank you, miss. (Recovers) 

Fispy: What was this fellow like? 

Bertua: An ’orrible, great big ’ulkin’ brute, ’e was. 

Barsara: Did he speak to you? 

BertHa: Oh, I'd ’ave passed out if ’e ’ad. No—’e just looked at me. 
(Dramatizing the situation) Looked at me with ’is eyes! 

Barsara: Would you know him again? 

BertHa: Yes. ’E looked just like a murderer! 

Aunt Ursura: Stuff and nonsense! 

Bertua: It isn’t stuff and nonsense. There’s somethin’ funny about this 
*ouse—I know there is! I’ve been ’earin’ things in the village 

Aunt Ursuta: Tommy-rot and fiddlesticks! (Rising) Let me see those 
groceries. 

BertHa: But please, mum. 

Aunt Ursuta (going Ricur): And I want a few words with you about 
those sheets on my bed. They’re not properly aired! (Exit by Door R.) 

Bertua (following, looks back at the others): ’Ere’s me nearly gets meself 
murdered and all she thinks about is bed-sheets! (Exit by Door R.) 

Barzara (laughing): It’s a shame, isn’t it? I wonder who it was that 
followed her. 

Fisuy: Whoever he was, it’s sent her into a flat spin. I say, you don’t 
think there zs anything queer about this house, do you? 

Barzara: Why should there be? 

Fisuy (thoughtfully): I don’t know. But it’s funny that it’s been empty 
for so long. 

Barzara (going towards Door L.): Well, if you'll excuse me 

Fisry (catching her arm): Oh, no, you don’t. You and I have to get 
acquainted. (BarBara, amused, lets him lead her to settee and they 
sit) Now I want to know all about you. 

Barzara: You know it already. (Smiles at him) Waven’t you been 
asking Valerie all about me? 

Fishy: Eh? Oh. (Grins, nods) Well, yes, I have. 

Barsara: Valerie and I were children together. We were great friends. 
(Becomes thoughtful) Val’s changed. I don’t understand it 
and I want to. It isn’t nice seeing people unhappy—people you’re 
fond of. 

Fisuy (nods, soberly): 1 know what you mean. 

Barsara: You're thinking about David Carter, aren’t you? (Fisuy 
nods. Barsara looks at him reflectively for some moments, then 
speaks deliberately) Id like you to tell me about Valerie and 
David. 

Fisuy (shrugs): Not much to tell. They seemed to be crazy about each 
other when they got engaged. Then, after a while, they started 
having rows. You know how it is. 

Barzara: Yes. Except that David doesn’t seem to be the kind of person 
to have rows with people. 

FisHy: No, he isn’t. (Pauses uncomfortably) Well, let’s face it— 
it was Valerie who started the trouble. Ambition and all that, 
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you know. Old David’s a pretty good engineer but he’s just not 
the ambitious type. 

Bareara (thoughtfully): I see. Yes, that could explain a lot. 

Fisy: David had quite a good job at the Palmerston Steelworks but 
Valerie wanted bigger things. She broke everything off, David 
went all to bits, and (Shrugs) 

Bargara: And as far as I can make out you’ve supported him ever since. 

Fisuy (uncomfortably): Oh, no. I happen to have some spare cash 
and I’m backing his new invention, that’s all. Purely business. 
(Becomes more uncomfortable as he sees Barzara’s doubting smile) 
What’s the matter—don’t you believe me? 

Barsara: Not about the last bit. What zs David’s invention? 

FisHy: A new gadget for aero-engines. Don’t ask me what it does 
because it beats me how any part of an aero-engine ever does any- 
thing. All I know about it is it’s called the V.M. Valve. 

Barzara: V.M. Valerie’s initials. 

FisHy (nods): Yes. That’s why he called it that. Shows you he must 
have been crazy about her. 

Barsara: Has he changed the name since the engagement was broken 

off? 

FisHy: No. On his new drawings it’s still the V.M. Valve. (Seeing 
Barsara nod thoughtfully, Fisuy’s brain also works) 1 say—d’you 
think that means anything? 

Barsara: I think it might. There’s one thing more I'd like to know. 
How did you come to take this cottage? 

Fisuy: It belongs to a friend of mine—fellow called Stiffy Denham. 
His father used to live here and when he died Stiffy used to let 
the place off, furnished. David wanted somewhere quiet to work, 
and this seemed just the job. 

Barpara (very thoughtful again): Would Miss Mannering know your 
friend, by any chance? 

Fisuy: Stiffy Denham? Oh, yes, I think so. He knows er quite well, 
anyhow. 

Barpara: I see. (She gazes ahead in thoughtful silence, Fisny watching 
her. Eventually ) 

FisHy: Have I said anything that matters, by way of a change? 

Barsara (laughs): Perhaps. Perhaps not. Well, this won’t buy the 
baby a new frock, will it? (Getting up, going R.) 

Fisuy (eagerly, also getting up): Listen—change into your bathing- 
suit, meet me here in five minutes and we'll go for a swim. 
(Barsara bursts out laughing) What’s so funny? 

Barsara: I can just see Aunt Ursula’s face if she walked in here and 
saw me in my bathing-suit! (Going R.) Don’t you understand? 
—I’m supposed to work for my living. (Fisuy catches her arm) 

Fisuy (leading her L.): Well, if you can’t leave the place, let’s go 
and see what David’s up to in the garage. (They go out L.) 
Stage is empty for a moment. Then HeErpert ScatTERs ts seen 
through the window, coming from Orr R., cheerfully whistling. An 
old felt hat ts perched cockily on the back of his head; working 
clothes, no collar, leggings, heavy boots. He gives a loud rat-tat on 
knocker. As he waits he continues to whistle. Receiving no answer 


SUCH THINGS HAPPEN 15 


he beats a terrific tattoo on knocker. Continues whistling. Door R. 
opens. BErTHa enters. Crosses to Door CENTRE and opens it. As 
she sees Scatters framed in doorway, she falls back, pulling door 
open to tts fullest aepeni) 

BERTHA (screaming in terror): Oh! ! 

Scatters (cheerfully) : Hallo—look who it is! 

BertHa: "Elp! Murder! It’s ’im!! (Rushes off by Door R. Scarrers 
remains in doorway, looking after her, mystified. Suddenly Tue 
STRANGER 4@ppears outside from Orr L. As he passes he whispers a 
few words in Scatters’ ear and slips a folded paper into his hand. 
ScarTers glances quickly at him, gives a curt nod, puts paper into 
pocket and continues watching after BertHa. THE STRANGER 
passes on behind Scatrers. He ts seen through the window as he 
goes Orr R. Enter Aunt Ursuta by Door R. BeErrHa cowers 
behind her) 

Aunt Ursuta: What’s the matter? What zs all this? 

Bertua: It’s *im—the man wot follered me ! 

Aunt Ursuta (scathingly): So this is the horrible, great big hulking brute, 
is it! (To Scatrers, who has come downstage) Well? 

Scatrers (cheerfully touching a forelock): ’Afternoon, mum! 

Aunt Ursuta: Who are you? 

Scatrers: Scatters is the name. Herbert Scatters—at your service. 

Aunt Ursuta: Why did you follow this girl? 

Scatrers: Expect ’cos we was both comin’ from there to here! 

Aunt Ursuta: What do you want? 

Scatrers: Gardenin’! (Points Orr R.) That there garden’s overrun and 
wants a lot doin’ at. I’m the man you want for that job. 

Aunt Ursuza: Oh, no, you’re not! 

Scatrers : What? 

Aunt Ursuta: When I want a gardener I'll send for one! 

ScatteErs (grinning easily): You can’t get another gardener in the village. 

Aunt Ursuta: Then I’ll do without one! I’ve had gardeners before! 

Scatrers: You ’aven’t ’ad one like me. 

Aunt Ursuta: I don’t suppose I have! And I don’t intend to have you, 
either ! 

Scatters: I’ve got references—from the Vicarage and from Sir John 
Manders. 

Aunt Ursuta: They’re probably forged. (Waving him away) Be off 
with you! 

ScatTers: "Ere, just a minute 

Aunt Ursuta: Be off, I say. 

ScatTErs: Five bob an hour and find me own tools! 

Aunt Ursvuta: Five shillings an hour! For a common or garden 
gardener? Ridiculous! 

Scatrers: And I’ll throw in the use of me wheelbarrow. What could be 
fairer than that? 

Aunt Ursuta: I’ve never paid more than two shillings an hour to a 

gardener in my life! 

Scala ancentelly: Now’s your chance to start. 

Aunt Ursuta: I pa t the smallest intention of starting, either now 
or any other time! 


16 SUCH THINGS HAPPEN 


Scatters : It’s askin’ to be thrown out of me Union, but I’ll tell you what 
I'll do—three bob an hour. 

Aunr Ursura: Two shillings, I’ve told you, and you won’t get another 
penny out of me! 

Scatrers (with a resigned shrug): You win. When do I start? 

Aunt Ursuta: The sooner the better! Follow me! (Starts for Door R.) 

BertHA: You’re not takin’ ’im in, mum? 

Aunt Ursura: No—he’s probably taking me in! (To Scatrers—) This 
way, you! (Stalks out by Door R. Scatrers swaggers after her. As 
he passes BERTHA—) 

Scatrers: This way, Gorgeous! (Exit by Door R.) 

BertHa: Oh, lor’! (Follows out after them. Stage is empty for a moment 
then, through window, PHILIP ts seen to pass with VALERIE from 
Orr R. She has changed her frock, wears an open coat but no hat. 
Puitip opens Door C., and they enter) 

Puitip: Well, how did you like the run? 

VareriE: Loved it. I’d give anything to have that new car of yours 
myself. 

eae Not a bad little job, is she? I'll open her out and let you see what 
she really can do, next time. (Helps her off with coat) 

VALERIE (throws him a slightly provocative smile): Next time? 

Purr: I’m hoping there’s going to be one. (Smiles. Takes out cigarette- 
case 

Report Do sit down somewhere. 

Puiuip: Cigarette? 

VateriE: Not for me. You go ahead—but don’t spray cigarette-ash 
around too freely. It’s one of my relative’s pet aversions. 

Puitip: She seems to be pretty fierce. (Grins) Or is her bark worse than 
her bite? 

VaLeriE: Barbara says it is. (Smiles) I wouldn’t know. 

Puiuir: I see I shall have to watch my step with her. 

VateriE: Well, you will if you want to be a regular visitor here. (Gives 
him a smile of challenge) I don’t know whether you want to. 

Puiu: I do. (Bertua enters by Door R. with tea-tray on wagon on 
which are cups, saucers, teapot, etc.) 

Bertua: I saw you come in, miss, so I brought tea. Is that all right? 

VaLeriE: Yes. Bring it here. (BerTHA puts tea-things beside VALERIE. 
Goes out by Door R.) You'll have some tea? 

Puitie: Thank you. I mustn’t stay long, though. I have to call and see 
your neighbour. 

VALERIE (pouring tea): I didn’t know we had a neighbour for miles. 

Purp: Well, the nearest one you have, anyhow. Miss Featherstone, her 
name is. She lives in that little cottage down the Cliff Edge road. 
(Takes cup. They proceed with tea) 

VatertE: And is this—whatever her name is—Miss Featherstone any- 
body startling? 

Purp: Far from it! She’s a—shall we say—bachelor lady of very 
uncertain age. 

VatertE (in despair): Tell me—is there anybody of even the slightest 
interest in this awful place? 

Puiuip: Well, there’s always me. (They laugh) This Featherstone 
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female’s the big noise on all the local committees. My guv’nor dishes 
out cheques for her various things and I’ve got a donation for her 
Charity Bazaar. (Davin has entered by Door L. He wears a dirty 
pair of overalls, ts smoking a pipe and his hands are smothered in 
black oil. His hair is tousled and there is a dark smear of grease 
across his face. Looks at the two for a moment, then turns back) 

Davip: I’m sor 

VateriE: What for? 

Davin (looking back at her): Aren’t I crashing in? 

VaLERIE: You’ve as much right here as we have. (She is composed, 
neither friendly nor hostile) This is Mr. Manders . . . Mr. Carter. 

Pure (approaching, hand outstretched): How do you do? 

Davip: How do you do? (They shake) I hope you enjoyed your run. 
(The two men are quite friendly) 

VaLeRiE (indifferently): We did. 

Davin (to Puitip): ’Fraid I’ve soiled your hand. I’m sorry. 

Puiip (smiles): That’s all right. (Cleans it with handkerchief as Davip 
talks) 

Davin: You know, it was lucky you happened to meet Valerie at the 
station this morning. 

Puiuir: Very lucky—for me. 

Davip: For her, too. You'll be able to amuse her while she’s at Nun- 
ridge. (Whimsically, without the slightest ill-feeling) 

Puruip: I’m hoping I shall have the chance. Is there any objection? 

Davip: Not the slightest. On the contrary, in fact. You see, Valerie 
hates anything quiet—a quiet life, quiet places—(looking at her 
with a faint smile)—or quiet pee 

VaLEriE: It’s not anything quiet I object to—it’s anything dull. Especially 
—{looking at him)—dull people. 

Puiu (to Davin, with a friendly smile): And I don’t blame her for that. 

Davip: No. Neither do I. 

Purp (looking through window Orr R.): Hallo—there’s Miss Feather- 
stone now. (Quickly to Vaterte) That’s the old bird I wanted to 
see. If you’ll excuse me I can get that ironed out rightaway. (VALERIE 
nods with a smile and Putte goes out by Door C. Is seen through 
window to go quickly Orr R. Vaverie turns to Davip. He ts look- 
ing through window) 

VaveriE: Well? 

Davin (turning): Something wrong? 

VatertE (impatiently): Oh, let’s stop this ridiculous pretence that’s been 
going on since this morning! Why don’t you say what’s in your 
mind? 

Davin (quietly): I’ve already done that. Lots of times. It doesn’t seem 
to get us very far. 

VALERIE (jumping up): I mean about—(gestures impatiently)—about 
all this. You know perfectly well this is an absolutely impossible 
situation. 

Davin: I’m not making it one. 

VateriE: Meaning that I am, I suppose! 

Davip: You don’t need to, you know. After all, there’s no reason why a 
couple of ex-fiancés shouldn't live peaceably under one roof. (VALERIE 
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gives an exclamation of impatience and flounces away) I've already 
told you, I’d clear out if I could, but I’m dependent on Fishy’s charity 
at the moment. 

VaLeriE (turning angrily): Then why can’t he go too? 

Davin: After all, he zs paying the rent for the place 

VaLeriE: But so is Aunt Ursula! (Furiously—) Oh, how on earth such 
a stupid mistake could have been made, I don’t know! 

Davip: Neither do I, but it has. (Banteringly—) Now, some people 
might say it was intended. 

VaeriE (turns): Intended? What do you mean by that? 

Davin (a little mockingly): They believe that nothing happens by chance. 
If you’re meant to meet somebody—well, you and that person will be 
brought together no matter what you do about it. 

VALERIE lictd ly If you think this is going to make the slightest differ- 
ence 

Davin (serious again): No, I don’t. (Pause) What happened to my 
successor? 

VALERIE (looking away): I don’t know what you mean. (Sits) 

Davip: Derek Hanworth, wasn’t it? Chap with a couple of cars and 
three thousand a year. | heard you and he were going to get engaged. 

VaLerieE: Well, we didn’t. 

Davip: And that other fellow—I never knew his name—whose father 
owns a chain of multiple shops. Didn’t he get to the engagement 
stage, either? (VALERIE stands up quickly, back turned. Davin 1s 
immediately contrite) Vm sorry. I’m talking like a swine. (Im- 
pulsively strides up to her) Valerie—must we go on like this? 
Can’t we make a fresh start of it? 

VALERIE: No, we can’t. 

Davin: Isn’t there anything I can do? 

VaLeRIE: Yes, there is something. (Turns. Looks at him very steadily) 
Leave me alone. And leave Philip Manders alone. Do you under- 
stand? (For a moment they face one another, Davin trying hard to 
find some softening in her look. He fails. Half-raises his hands in 
helpless despair. Turns slowly away. Enter Aunt Ursuta by Door 
R. She glances keenly from one to the other before speaking) 

Aunt Ursura: So! You're back. (Takes her seat, beside tea-things. 
Pours out a cup) 

VALERIE (sitting): Yes, I’m back. (Takes nail-file or polisher from hand- 
bag and begins to use it) 

Aunt Ursura: And not before time! Aren’t you ashamed of yourself— 
going flying around the countryside with a man you’ve never seen in 
your life before?—throwing yourself at him! 

Vaerie (with studied insolence): No. 

Aunt Ursura: Then you ought to be! 

VareriE: Philip Manders is the son of a J.P. and M.P. and all the rest of 
it. I should have thought those references were good enough, even 
for you. 

Aunt Ursuta (stormily): Young woman, if I’d had a daughter like 
you she’d have gone across my knee and she’d have had her 

Vaterie (looking bored): Yes, 1 know all about what she’d have had. 

Aunt Ursura: Oh, do you! / 
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VaLeriE (nods): What you ought to explain some time is how the dear 
girl would have filled in the odd moments when she wasn’t having 
her bottom spanked. (Coolly goes on polishing her nails. AUNT 
Ursuta visibly exerts a great effort of restraint and sits back, glaring 
at VateriE. Enter Purp and Miss FearHerstone by Door C. from 
Orr R. Miss FEeaTHEerstone is a prim, affable spinster of prob- 
lematical age, dressed dowdily in outdoor things) 

Puitip: Oh, I beg your pardon 

Aunt Ursuta: There’s no need. Come in. 

Puiuir: Thank you. I just slipped out to see Miss Featherstone, but I 
needn’t have bothered, because she was on her way here. (Intro- 
ducing—) Miss Mannering—Miss Featherstone. 

Miss FEATHERSTONE (fluttering forward, hand outstretched): How do you 
do, dear Miss Mannering? (Aunt Ursuta takes her hand unmoved) 
I’m so glad to meet you at last—I’m your nearest neighbour, you 
know. [ heard the cottage had been taken—news spreads quickly in 
Nunridge especially about this house—and I felt I must call to pay 
my respects! (Flatters to VALERIE) And this is Miss Merton, I know. 
(Taking her hand) How do you do, my dear? I’ve heard all about 
you from Mr. Manders. 

VateriE: How do you do? This is Mr. Carter. (Aunt Ursura pours 
out a further cup of tea. Vaverte chats aside, smilingly, to Pui.ip) 

Miss FEATHERSTONE (shaking Davin’s hand): Mr. Carter? I knew a Mr. 
Carter, once. Of Manchester. Such a nice man, but he snored very 
badly in his sleep—his wife was always complaining about it, but he 
just wouldn’timprove. Norelation? Perhaps it’s just as well, isn’tit? 

Aunt Ursuta: Tea, Miss Featherstone? (Holding up cup, which Davin 
takes to Miss FEATHERSTONE) 

Miss FeaTHERSTONE: Thank you so much. I’m simply dying for a cup of 
tea. (Enter Barzara and Fisuy by Door C., from Orr L.) 

Fisuy : Hallo—just in time for tea. 

Aunt Ursuta: Then we shall need some more cups. (Barpara is going. 
Fisuy stops her) 

Fisuy: All right, I'll fetch them. (Goes by Door R. VaAverie and Prue 
go upstage, taking their cups, if desired) 

Aunt Ursuta: You said news travels fast in Nunridge, Miss Featherstone 
—especially about this house. What did you mean by that? 

Miss FEATHERSTONE (astonished): Why, haven’t you heard? 

Aunt Ursuta: Heard what? 

Miss FEaTHERSTONE (to Puitip): Haven’t you told them, Mr. Manders? 

Puitip: As a matter of fact, no... . I don’t think it’s at all necessary— 
(He appears very unwilling to speak) 

Aunt Ursuta (testily): What’s the matter with everybody, when it comes 
to talking about this house? I’m sick of hints and rumours—why 
can’t somebody do a little plain speaking! 

Miss FEatHERSTONE (with an apologetic titter): Well, that leaves me no 
choice, does it? Well (Fisuy has entered by Door R., followed 
by Bertua, who ts carrying a tray of cups and saucers) 

' Fisny: Who’s this man Scatters? 

Miss FEaTHERSTONE: Scatters? You don’t mean that you have Scatters 
here—in the house? 
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Fisuy: He says he’s the new gardener or something. 

Aunt Ursuta: He is! I’ve just engaged him. 

Miss FraTHERsTONE: Engaged him? (Tue SrraNcEr appears at window 
from Orr R. All are facing away from window and do not see him 
looking in. He must still be unrecognizable) After what he knows 
about this house? 

Aunt Ursuta: Well, what does he know about the house? 

Miss Featuerstone: Everything. He was working here at the time. 

Aunr Ursuta (impatiently): In heaven’s name—at the time of what? 

Miss FeatHErstone: Why, at the time of —(Pause)—the murder. 


Aunt URsuULA | The what? 
FisHy Murder? 
seen (All together) What? 
VALERIE But who——? 


Bertua: O-o-0-oh! (With a wailing cry she swoons off into BarBara’s 
arms, Fisny deftly relieving her of tray, which he puts aside. 
Barpara has put BERTHA into nearest chair) 

Aunt Ursuta: Did I understand you to say—murder? 

Miss FEATHERSTONE: Yes—that’s what I was trying to tell you. Last year, 
this very house was the scene of a ghastly murder. (Davin turns his 
head, sees THE STRANGER peering in. The latter immediately turns 
and vanishes Orr R.) 

Fisuy: A murder. Well, if that isn’t (Breaks off as Davin flings 
open Door C. Through the window he is seen to run Orr R.) David 
—what’s wrong? (Following) 

Aunt Ursuta; What’s the matter with that young man? 

Fisoy: Don’t know, but I'll soon find out. (Has run Orr R., after 
Davip) 

Aunt Ursuta: So! Nothing ever happens at Nunridge, eh? Fetch that 
man Scatters! (BAarBara goes out quickly by Door R.) We'll see 
what he’s got to say about this! 

Miss FeaTHERSTONE (in hushed tones): But, dear Miss Mannering—aren’t 
you afraid? 

Aunt Ursura: Afraid? Of a man? (With a scornful sniff) He’s yet to 
be born! 

Bertua (sits up): O-o-o-oh! (With her wailing cry) 

Aunt Ursuta: Be quiet, you! 

Bertua (starting to her feet, screaming wildly): I knew there was some- 
thin’ queer about this ’ouse 

Aunt Ursuta: Be quiet, I say! 

Bertua (screaming hysterically): We shall all be murdered in our beds! 
(VaverrE restrains her. Enter Barsara and Scatters by Door R. He 
carries a sealed envelope in his right hand) 

Scatrers: Somebody wantin’ me? (He ts quiet. No comedy here) 

Aunt Ursura: Yes—why didn’t you tell me you’d been here when a 
murder was committed in this house? (Before he can reply Fisty 
enters by Door C. from Orr R., supporting Davin. Latter’s clothes 
are covered with dust, collar and tie loose. He staggers in. When 
Fisuy lifts his head, it 1s seen that there is a long cut on his brow, 
from which blood pours down his face) 

Barzara (running to him): Oh! 
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VateriE: David! (Various exclamations of concern from the others as 
they all start up) 

Aunt Ursuta: Good heavens! Whatever’s happened? (Davin makes a 
desperate effort to recover himself, Putte having gone to his aid) 

Davin (gasping painfully, eyes shut): I—I saw a man at the window. ... 
Went after him. . . . Got hold of him, but (His head drops 
forward. Fishy and Puiip get him to a seat) 

Fishy: He was a tramp, I think, but he fought like a tiger. Before I 
could get there he put David clean out and got away. 

VALERIE (in panic): This is frightful! What’s it all about? 

ScatTErs: P’r’aps this has somethin’ to do with it. (All eyes but Davin’s 
on the envelope which he is holding out) 

Aunt Ursuta: Why, what is it? 

Scatters (looking at envelope and reading): “To whom it may concern.” 
Reckon that means you, mum. I found it on the step outside the front 
door. (VALERIE almost snatches envelope from him. Gives a quick, 
scared look round, then rips it open. She takes out the letter. There 
is a tense silence as Vaterte scans the letter. Then she reads, slowly 
and deliberately—) 

Vaterte (reading from letter): “If you don’t leave here before the twenty- 
third of this month—(Pause)—Cliff Edge Cottage will see another 


murder.” 


QUICK CURTAIN 


Enp oF Act I, ScENE 2 


ACT II 
Scene 1. Morning of the next day. 


(The curtain rises on an empty stage. Sunlight through window 
and beyond Door C. Presently cheerful whistling is faintly heard 
Orr R. It comes nearer and ScatTERs is seen through window, coming 
jauntily from Orr R. He stops, looks back, then Orr L. His whistling 
ceases and he looks in at the window, giving a keen, searching glance 
round the room. His manner must show that he is something more than 
he pretends to be. Looks Orr R. again, then puts on his jaunty manner, 
starts whistling loudly again and goes on to Door C. He gives a loud 
rat-a-tat on knocker, throws open Door C. and marches in. He is wearing 
a gardener’s apron, cap at a rakish angle and carries tools such as spade, 
hedge-clippers, etc. Bertua enters by Door L., bearing tray on which are 
dirty breakfast-dishes.) 

Bertua (in alarm, seeing Scatrers): Oh! 

Scatrers (genially): What’s the matter, ducky? 

Bertua (setting down tray): Lor’, what a fright! 

Scatrers: Not frightened 0’ me, are you? After what I said to you last 
night? 

Bern (becoming coy): No, Mr. Scatters. I didn’t see it was you. 

Scatters (patting her shoulder affectionately): That’s right. Goin’ to get 
on well together, you and me, aren’t we? 

Brrtua (simpering): 1 ope so, Mr. Scatters. 

Scatters: That’s fine! (Points to dishes) What’s all this? 

BertHa: Them’s the breakfast things. 

Scatrers: Strike me! ’Ave they only just finished breakfast? ’Ere’s me 
done ’alf a day’s work by now! 

BertHa: Ave you, Mr. Scatters? 

ScaTTers: Well, I’ve thought about it. . . . Ere—are you goin’ steady 
with anybody for reglars? 

Bertua (simpering): Well, I am—in a manner o’ speaking. 

ScatTErs: Who is he? 

BertHa: He’s a plumber—from Birmingham. 

Scatters: You don’t mean to tell me that a fine, upstandin’ girl like you 
is goin’ to throw ’erself away on a plumber from Birmingham? 

Bertua: He’s got a good steady job, with prospects. 

Scatrers: Prospects me foot! Take my advice and don’t ’ave nothin’ to 
do with ’im. 

BrrtHa: Why, Mr. Scatters? 

Scatrers: Why? (Slowly and mysteriously—) If you knew what / 
know about plumbers from Birmingham, you’d soon find out. Now, 
what you want is (Voices from beyond Door R. Enter Fisxy 
and Barpara. Latter begins tidying up and arranging flowers in vases) 

Pisny (talking as he enters): Now why can’t I eat a breakfast like that 
when I’m in Town? (Exit Berroa by Door R., carrying tray) Hallo, 
Scat! Want me? 

Scatters (touching his brow): No, sir. Just waitin’ for my orders from 
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Miss M. (Enter Davin by Door L., carrying newspaper and smoking 
pipe. A long strip of adhesive-plaster is over the cut in his forehead) 

Davip: ’Morning, Scatters. (Barsara goes to drawer for plaster, cotton- 
wool, scissors) 

Scatters : Good morning, sir. Is your ’ead all right, sir? 

Davip: Not too bad, thanks. 

Barzara (comes back with plaster, cotton-wool, scissors): You'd better 
have some fresh plaster on, I think. (Davin lets her strip off old 
plaster) 

Scatrers: Nasty wallop ’e caught you, sir. 

Davin: Yes. Id like to have the chance of paying it back. Maybe I will. 

ScatTErs (with too obvious casualness): Would you know ’im again if 
you saw ‘im, sir? 

Davip: Nota chance. His face was muffled up. (Scatrers nods to him- 
self as though satisfied) 

FisHy (to Barsara, as he watches her dab cut on Daviv’s head with cotton- 
ey Take it easy, Barbara—leave a bit of blood for the police to 

nd. 

Scatters (wheeling round swiftly): Police? (Nobody notices his sudden 
wariness) 

Barsara (to Fisny): Why should I? 

FisHy (to Barsara): We told them that roughneck nearly killed David, 
didn’t we? 

Scatrers: Did you say police? (Still no one notices) 

Barpara (fo Fisny): What of it? 

FisHy: Well, they'll expect to find gallons of blood all over him when 


they come. 
Barsara (smiles, fixes neat new strip of plaster over Davin’s cut): I'll take 
a chance. . . . There, how’s that? 


Davin: Fine. Thanks, Barbara. (They return smiles. BArsara puts her 
things away. ScatTERs is upstage in deep thought. Davin turns to 
Fisuy) And while we’re at it, I’d like to know why you wanted to 
tear off to the police while I was unconscious last night. 

Fisuy (bitterly): There’s gratitude for you! Why, you might have passed 
right out on us! 

Davin: Just from a crack on the head? Anyway, what can a fat old 
village copper do? 

Fisuy: The village copper won’t do anything, my lad! When we told 
him about it, he said he had special orders about anything that 
happened at this house. (Again Scatrers is seen to take interest) 

Davin: What do you mean—special orders? 

Fisuy: I don’t know. But he said he’d have to report up top somewhere 
and that a superior officer would come right away. 

Davin: Seems to me to be a lot of fuss about nothing. 

FisHy: Anyway, you’ve got to be here when they come. 

Davip: T’ll be here. (Enter Aunt Ursura by Door L., carrying some 
hanks of wool and knitting-bag) 

Aunt Ursuta (talking as she enters): Barbara! Bar (Breaks off as 
she sees ScatrErs. He is staring upwards into space, thinking deeply) 
What do you think you’re doing? 

Scatrers (coming to earth with a jump): Nothin’, mum. 
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Aunt Ursuta: And that’s what I’m paying you two shillings an hour for, | 
is it? 

Scarrers: Any partic’lar place you’d like me to start on in the garden, | 
mum? 

Aunt Ursuta: No—so long as you do start! 

Scatrers (going Ricur): Right you are, mum. (Going R., stops Fisxy, 
who is about to walk away. Sees Aunt Ursuta ts settling in her | 
favourite chair, Barsara adjusting cushions, etc., Davia reading paper 
with his back turned. In a low voice, to Fisuy—) What time’s the | 
p’lice comin’? 

Fishy: I don’t know. Why? (Looks at him curiously) 

Scatrers: Oh, nothin’. (Goes out by Door R. Fisuy looks after him, 
puzzled, scratches his head, then turns to BARBARA. She is preparing | 
to hold wool whilst Aunt Ursuta winds it) | 

Fisuy: Here—I say, Miss Mannering, you’re not going to roll that stuff | 
up, are you? ) 

Aunt Ursura: Certainly we are! 

Fispy: But it'll take hours! 

Aunt Ursuta: Stuff and nonsense! 

FisHy: Besides, Bar—I mean, Miss Meadows will get tired. | 

Aunt Ursuta: What if she does? Don’t I pay her to get tired? And, in 
any case, what does it matter to you if she gets tired? (Suddenly | 
darts a look at Fisuy, then at Barsara. With an understanding nod | 
and a sniff—) H’m! Isee. (Takes wool off Barsara’s hands) Go| 
on! (With a jerk of her head to R.) 

Barsara: Sure you can manage? 

Aunt Ursuta (nodding towards Davin): If I can’t, he can help me. | 
Fetch me my big needles and then you can run away and play. | 
(Fisy and Barzara go out by Door R.) Come here, you! | 

Davip: Oh, but Miss Mannering. 

Aunr Ursura: But nothing! Sit down! (He sits near her, helplessly) | 
Hold your hands up! (Pushes up his hands and places wool over 
them) There! (Starts to wind) 

Davin: I should be working, you know. | 

Aunr Ursuta: So should a lot of people who aren’t! What are you | 
working on? | 

Davin: Oh, just a little idea of mine. I call it the V.M. valve. It’s a_ 
trifling little thing, really. ; 

Aunt Ursuta: Well, I don’t believe that, for a start. A man of your type. 
doesn’t waste his time on trifling things. | 

Davin: What do you mean by a man of my type? 

Aunt Ursuta: I know a worker when I see one. You'll get on. 

Davip (Jaughs, bitterly): I didn’t get on very well at the Palmerston | 
Steelworks. | 

Aunt Ursuta: That was because your heart wasn’t in your job—I know 
all about that. And that niece of mine didn’t make things any easier 
for you, either! 

Davin: Valerie deserved something better than an underpaid engineer. | 
don’t blame her. : 

Aunt Ursuta: Don’t talk to me about Valerie or I shall lose my temper! 
(She appears to have lost it already) Is this invention of yours any good? 
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Davin: Well, J believe it is, of course. 

Aunt Ursuta: Does anybody else? 

Davip: I’ve had the drawings up before Universal Airlines and they 
seemed to like it. They advised me to construct a model and then go 
forward for trial. I’m nearly finished now. 

Aunt Ursura: When you have finished, will it work? 

Davip (with a burst of feeling he has not hitherto shown): By gosh, if it 
doesn’t it won’t be my fault! 

Aunt Ursuta: H’m. I believe that, anyhow. When do you go up for 
this trial you speak of? 

Davip: The twenty-third of this month. 

Aunt Ursuta: If you’re lucky! 

Davip: Why, what do you mean? 

Aunt Ursuta: There’s been a murder or something arranged for the 
twenty-third here. 

Davin: You mean that letter last night? 

Aunt Ursuta: Yes. (Has now finished winding wool. Sits back, looks 
at him) What do you think about it? 

Davin (thoughrfully): I don’t know. It’s a queer business. 

Aunt Ursura: Well, it isn’t going to keep me awake at nights! Now 
you'd better run away and play with your invention. (Davin rises, 
starts to fill pipe. Vaverte enters by Door L., carrying a pair of 
tennis-shoes. An unfastened dressing-gown reveals an attractive all- 
white tennis-outfit and she wears bedroom slippers on her feet. She 
is unusually gay and in high spirits this morning and softly sings 
snatches of a dance-number) 

VatertE: Good morning, Aunt Ursula. (Kisses her. Begins loosening 
laces of tennis-shoes) Good morning, David. 

Aunt Ursura: And what’s the meaning of this dazzling vision of white? 

VateriE (brightly, opening her dressing-gown): My new tennis-things. 
Do you like them? 

Aunt Ursura: What does it matter whether / like them! You didn’t 
put them on for my benefit! 

VaterIE: No, but you have such good judgement about dress. I’d like 
to be sure you approve. (Goes on loosening laces of tennis-shoes) 
Anyway, you paid for them. 

Aunt Ursura: And for everything else you’ve got on! 

VaterieE (nods): And for everything else I’ve got on. 

Aunt Ursuta: I suppose Philip Manders is coming! 

VateriE: That’s right. (Looks up) Oh—I suppose I ought to have 
asked your permission to use the tennis-court. You’re paying for 
that too, aren’t you? (Goes on with laces) 

Aunt Ursuta (passionately): Oh, if only I were your mother, young 
lady, instead of just your aunt 

VareriE: What's the difference? (Mockingly——) What could any 
mother have done for me that you haven’t? 

Aunt Ursura: Given you a good old-fashioned spanking! 

Vaverie: Oh, so we’re back to that again, are we? (Puts shoes down, 
looks steadily at Aunt Ursuta) You know, I think I’ve heard just 
about enough of that good old-fashioned spanking. It’s high time 
we settled it. (Enter Barzara R., with needles.) 
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Aunt Ursuta: It’s high time you had it! 

VateriE: Wery well! (Grimly ) I will have it! (Strides to 
Door R.) Will you leave the room, David? (Without reacting 
Davip goes out R. All Vaverte’s good humour is gone) 

Barpara (sensing tension): What was that for? : 

VALERIE (coming quickly C.): I’m going to make Aunt Ursula’s life 
happy by letting her give me what she’s been wanting to for a long 
time. 

Bargara (worried): Val, this sort of thing can’t do any good 

Vauerie (grimly): Aunt Ursula thinks it will do me a lot of good. 
(Going for one of her tennis-shoes) I don’t know very much 
about this sort of thing, but I think they use a slipper, don’t 
they? This should do. (Gives tennis-shoe to Aunt Ursuta. Takes 
off her dressing-gown, tosses it aside and faces Aunt Ursura) I’m 
ready if you are. Do you want to take me across your knee? You 
can do if you like. 

BarBara: Valerie—please 

VALERIE (ignoring Barpara): Or if you think I’m too big for that I'll 
lie over a chair or something. 

Aunt Ursuta (stormily, jumping up): Do you think I daren’t do it? 

VateriE: I don’t know. And I don’t think you do. (Picks up a cushion 
from settee and takes it over to a small chair or stool which she 
turns round) But you either use that— (Indicating tennis-shoe) 
—on me here and now or you don’t ever’breathe the word spanking 
in connection with me again. (Drops cushion on to chair) Well, 
shall we start? (Aunr Ursuta glares at her in silence, then throws 
tennts-shoe aside and picks up her knitting-bag) 

Aunt Ursuta: Give me those needles! (Takes them from Barsara and 
goes out L. VALERIE relaxes, then brings cushion back to settee) 

Barzara (quietly): Why did you do that? 

VALERIE (sits on settee): I don’t know. (All her former lightness returns 
and she laughs) Anyway, it’s settled something I was getting 
awfully tired of. (Kicks off her slippers and puts on tennis- 
shoes) 

Barzara (coming to VatertE): Do you think it has, Valerie? 

VaeRiE (nods, laughs): We're finished with that particular subject for 

ood. 

eee That isn’t what I meant. 

VaLertE: No? (Swings her feet up on to settee to fasten her laces) 
What did you mean? 

Barpara: It hasn’t settled what’s beneath all this trouble between you, 
has it? . . . Did you #ry to pick a quarrel with her, Val? 

VALERIE (stops tying her laces, looks straight at Barsara): No. This 
time I honestly didn’t, Barbara. 

Barpara: This time? Then at other times you have? (Vaterte clasps 
her hands round her knees. Stares into space for some moments. 
Eventually—) 

VALERIE (sighs a little): Yes. I suppose I have. 

Barzara: Why? . . . Have you ever worked out your feelings about it? 

VALERIE (quietly): No. 

Baxpara: Won’t you try to? 
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VatertE: I might. (Flashes Barsara a smile and goes on tying her 
shoe-laces) But not before tennis. It spoils your game. (Davin 
enters by Door R. Barpara picks up Varerte’s dressing-gown and 
goes out by Door L.) I suppose I’ve missed breakfast? 

Davin: I got Bertha to put you a tray on the sideboard and there’s plenty 
of coffee. 

VALERIE (going RicHtr): Well, thanks. (At Door R. Stops and looks 
back) Perhaps I have said things at times I shouldn’t have done, 
David. If so, I’m sorry. 

Davin (takes a quick step forward, eagerly): Valerie, I 

Vaterie (hardening immediately): But that’s all. (Davin stops short. 
Without another look at him Vauerte goes out by Door R. Davin at 
Centre looks after her for a moment then, with a helpless lift of the 
hands turns Lert. PHILIP is seen swinging past window from OFF 
R. Knocks at Door C. and Davin opens it. Pututp is hatless, wears 
blazer which has his old colours and scarf. He carries a tennis hold-all) 

Purtre: Oh, hallo, Carter. 

Davip: Hallo. Come in. (Purp enters. They are both perfectly 
friendly, even if Davin is quiet) 

Pure: Grand day, isn’t it? 

Davip: Yes. Lucky for your tennis. 

Puiu: Valerie about? 

Davin (moving his head towards Door R.): She missed breakfast, so she’s 
foraging. Shall I tell her you’re here? 


Purp (grinning): Oh, no—let her get something to eat. . . . How’s 
your head? 

Davin: Oh, it’s all right. It'll be better in a couple of days. He only 
grazed me. 


Puiuip (sits. Lights cigarette): | wonder who on earth it was. 

Davip: Oh, some tramp sneaking about, I expect. 

Puiuip (thoughtfully): I wonder. 

Davin (looking at him shrewdly): 1 don’t think it was a tramp, either. 

Putte: This house has a pretty queer reputation, you know. 

Davin: But you don’t mean it had anything to do with that, do you? 
(Putuip is about to reply when Fisuy and Barpara burst in by Door 
C. from Orr R. Fisny carries a sealed envelope) 

Fisoy: Another one! . . . Oh, hallo, Manders. 

Puruie: Hallo. "Morning, Miss Meadows. 

Fisuy (waving envelope): Another letter—like the one Scatters found last 
night. 

Davin (going to him quickly): What? Where did you find it? 

Barzara: On the path, at the back of the garage. 

Davin (looking at her quickly): It wasn’t there half an hour ago, I can 
vouch for that. (He rips open the envelope) 

Fisuy (excitedly): What’s it say? (Craning over Davin’s shoulder) 

Davin (reading): ‘‘ Don’t ignore these warnings as Joseph Hood did. Go 
away before the twenty-third. Or x4 

Fisuy: Or what? 

Davin: There’s nothing more. (Looking carefully at letter) 

Barzara (pointing to envelope): Look! It’s addressed to Miss Manner- 
ing, this time! 
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Davin (keenly): You're right. (Looks at her quickly) You know what 
that means? (Barbara nods) 

Fisuy (blankly): It doesn’t mean anything to me. 

Davin: Whoever wrote it has found out who’s staying here. The first 
letter wasn’t addressed to anybody. That means they’ve found out 
since last night. 

Fisuy: Who was this Joseph Hood, anyway? ery 

Purp : He was the man who was murdered here last year. (Brief silence. 
All look at him) 

Davin: Do you know anything about that business? 

Pup: Yes, a little. (Davi motions him to go on. The men sit) 

Barpara: I must go. 

Davin (handing her the letter): Miss Mannering had better have this—it’s 
addressed to her. Tell her I’m sorry I opened it. (Barsara takes 
letter. Goes out by Door L.) Go on. 

Purr: Well, it all started about three years ago. An old chap called 
Denham owned this place 

Fisoy: That’s right. His son’s a pal of mine. 

Puitip: Well, he lived here for years. Bit of a queer old stick. I don’t 
know whether you’ve noticed the steps cut in the cliff leading right up 
from the sea over there. (Pointing Orr L.) 

Davin: Yes. I was wondering what they were. 

Puitip: That was one of old Denham’s little tricks. He had the steps 
cut in the cliff face. 

’ Fisny: Why? 

Puitip: Nobody ever knew. He may have had some ideas about putting 
a boat in—there’s nowhere else for miles where you can land. Any- 

* way, he died before he could use it. 

FisHy (tmpatiently): What about the murder? 

Puitip: Well, after old Denham died, the place was empty for a while. 
And then the funny business started. 

Fisuy (excitedly): Yes, go on! 

Puitip: Well, although the place was supposed to be empty and quite 
deserted, a light was seen coming from this window one night. 
Curiously enough, it was Scatters who first saw it. 

Davin and Fisny (exchanging glances): Scatters. 

Puitip (nods): His story is that he was passing the house one night and 
saw a light flashing on and off from this window. 

Davin: He was probably drunk. 

Puiuip (shakes his head, grins): Scatters is no saint but it so happens that 
he doesn’t drink. 

Fisny: Didn’t anybody investigate this light business? 

Puiurp: Yes, but when they came next morning there wasn’t a trace of 
anything. Well, shortly after that the house was taken by a man called 
Joseph Hood. He was an author and he wanted somewhere quiet to 
work. He hadn’t been herea month before he was found—murdered. 

Fishy (excitedly): Gosh! (Enter Brrtua by Door R., carrying dustpan 
and handbrush. Nobody sees her. She listens) 

Puitip (quietly): They found him lying there—(Points to floor in middle 
of room)—with a knife sticking in his back. (Bertua stifles a scream 
of terror) 
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Davip: And didn’t they ever find out who did it? 

Puitir: No. The County Police didn’t waste any time. They called in 
Scotland Yard right away, but nothing was ever found out. Ever 
since then the place has been empty. 

Fisuy (in frantic excitement): Gosh! An unsolved mystery ! 

Davin: That’s why Stiffy Denham could never get the place tenanted, of 
course. 

Puiu: Well, after the murder the place got talked about, and you know 
what villagers are. Rumours began to get around. 

Davip: What sort of rumours? 

Puiu (shrugs): The usual. They said the house was haunted by the 
ghost of Joseph Hood. 

Bertua (screams): Oh! (They see her for the first time) 

Fisny: What the 

Bertua (screaming): ’Aunted! 

Fisuy (Aas crossed to her): Now, it’s all right 
Bertua (rapidly becoming hysterical): It’s not all right! He said this 
"ouse was ‘aunted ! 
FisHy: No, no—he didn’t 
Bertua: He did! I ’eard *im! (Screaming and fighting with Fisny, 
who is trying to hold her) 1 knew there was somethin’ queer about 

this ’ouse! Let me go!! 

Davin (crossing to her): Don’t be silly—keep quiet 

BertHa: I won’t!! I’m going to give my notice! Let me go——! 
(Tears herself free. Rushes out screaming by Door L. VALERIE enters 
by Door R., an annoyed expression on her face. Purp stands up) 

VateriE: What an earth is she screaming about? (Sees Puitie. Her 
expression swiftly changes to a friendly smile) Oh, hallo there. Did 
I keep you waiting? 

Puiuip (grinning): I wouldn’t let them fetch you until you’d had some- 
thing to eat—I wouldn’t want you to collapse on the court through 
weakness. (VALERIE laughs and goes for her racquet, which is lying 
handy) 

Fisuy (to Puiu): Bit early in the day for tennis, isn’t it? 

Puitrp: I have to be up in London early this afternoon. This was my 
only chance. 

VALERIE (returning with racquet): Ready? How good are you? 

Puruie (grinning): Good enough to beat you. 

Vaverre (laughs): We’ll see about that! Come on, let’s go. (Goes quickly 
out by Door C. and Orr L. Puiuir ts following but stops in doorway. 
Looks at Davin and takes a hesitant step towards him) 

Purr: All right with you? 

Davin (Susy bine pipe): What? 

Puiurre: I heard about you and Valerie. Being engaged, that is. (Smiles) 
I wouldn’t want to start anything. 

Davin (smiles rather bitterly): That’s all right. 

Pui (smiles in friendly fashion): See you later. (Runs out after 
VaerizE. Enter Barsara by Door L., carrying some spring flowers) 

Davin (moving): Well, it’s about time I did some work. 

Fisy (who has been standing upstage, thinking furiously): And me 
too ! 


30 SUCH THINGS HAPPEN 


Davin: Since when did you have any work to do? __ 

Fisny: I’m going to find out what’s wrong with this place and solve the 
mystery of that face at the window! 

Davip: What are you talking about? 

Fishy: That roughneck who laid you out yesterday! I’ve wanted to be 
a sleuth for years—now’s my chance! (To Barra, who is arranging 
flowers in vase) Have you got a tape-measure, Barbara? 

BarparA (going to drawer): Yes, I think there’s one in here. 

Davip: And what do you suppose you want with a tape-measure? 

FisHy (taking tape-measure from Bareara): Tm going to measure up 
all round the house—and very likely right down to the cliff edge 
too. 

Davip: For Pete’s sake, what for? ‘ 

Fisuy (going by Door C.): I haven’t the faintest idea. But I’m certain 
that’s what all the best detectives would do. (Goes swiftly Orr L., 
closing Door C. behind him. Davin and Barzara laugh. Davin 
goes out by Door R. and then Aunt Ursuta enters by Door L. 
carrying the letter and pushing Brrtua before her) 

Aunt Ursuta (talking as she enters): Anonymous letters and ghosts— 
tommy-rot and fiddlesticks. (Sits) 

Bertua: But Mr. Manders said there was a ghost 

Aunt Ursuta: I don’t care what Mr. Manders said—and when I see him 
he’ll get to know what J think about him—telling his fool ghost 
stories around here! Now get about your work! Go on! (FarLeicH 
has come past window from Orr R.) 

Bertua (going slowly Ricut): Yes, mum. Oh! (With a yell of fright as 
FarLecu gives a sudden bang on the door-knocker) 

Aunt Ursuta (shouting at BertHa): Don’t do that! (Barsara opens 
Door C. and Farieicu is seen He is a keen-faced man, dressed 
quietly but smartly; his movements are swift and his speech is curt to 
the point of brusqueness) 

FarLEIGH: Good morning. (He speaks with authority) 

Aunt Ursura: Who are you and what do you want? If you’re selling 
something, go away! 

FaretcH : I am not selling something, madam! I’m Detective-Inspector 
Farleigh, New Scotland Yard. 

Bertua: The p’lice! Oh ! (Is about to start screaming again) 

Aunt Ursuta (yelling at her): If you start screaming again I’ll murder 
you! Get out of here! (BerrHa Aurries out by Door R., terrified, 
FarLeicH watching her suspiciously. He has entered and BARBARA 
closes Door C.) 

Far.eicH (showing coloured card which has been in his hand through- 
out): Here’s my warrant-card. (Aunt Ursuta glances at it) Are you 
Miss Meadows? (Pocketing card) 

Aunt Ursura: Of course I’m not! (Indicating Barsara) There she is! 

FareicH (looking at Barsara keenly): Good morning, miss. You were 
expecting me, I believe? 

Barpara: We were expecting somebody from the police—(With a rather 
bewildered laugh)—but not from Scotland Yard. 

FarLeIcH: You reported to the County Police an assault on a gentleman 
named David Carter by a suspicious character yesterday. 
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Barsara: Yes. Mr. Fynn and I went down to the village police-station 
about it last night. 

FarvercH: Mr. Fynn about? 

Barpara: Yes, somewhere. 

FarteicH: All right, Pll get round to him presently. (Looks at Aunt 
Ursuta) This lady? 

Barbara: Miss Mannering. 

FarveicH: Relation of yours? 

Aunt Ursuta (before Barsara can reply): That girl’s my godchild and 
also my companion. [| 

Far.eicH (nods briefly. Suddenly takes letter from Aunt Ursuta’s hand): 
Excuse me. May I? 

Aunt Ursura: How dare you! That letter was addressed to me! 

FarteicH: Yes? Well, a lot more like it—if I’m not mistaken—were 
addressed to Joseph Hood, and he was found murdered. (Has read 
letter) Any more like this? 

Barpara (goes to drawer): Yes, that’s the second. Here’s the first. 
(Producing it from drawer. Far.eicu takes it) 

FaRLEIcH (after swift glance at it, pockets both letters): ll take these, 
if you don’t mind. Is Mr. Carter in the house? 

Barsara: Well, he’s busy in the garage at the moment. (Going R.) 
Shall I fetch him? 

FarLEIcGH (shakes his head): That’s all right, miss. Tll go round 
myself, then I can see that gardener of yours, Scatters, while I’m 
there. 

Barpara (curiously): Miss Mannering’s only just engaged him. How 
did you know he was our gardener? And how did you know his 
name was Scatters? (FARLEIGH reacts at having been caught out) 

FARLEIGH (in some exasperation): If you'll excuse me, miss, I’m here 
to ask questions, not answer them. (To Aunt Ursuta Are 
you the head of the household? 

Aunt Ursuta: If I’m not, I’d like to know who is! 

FartetcH: Very well, I'll be glad if you will please give orders for every- 
body to be on hand who was present when Mr, Carter was attacked. 
Nobody is to leave the house until I’ve questioned them. After this, 
nobody is to go out without telling you where they’re going and leav- 
ing detailed instructions as to where they may be found at any time. 
(Pause. Then, slowly and deliberately—) Especially after dark. This 
case may have much more importance than you think. (With a curt 
nod, turns and opens Door C. Looks Orr R. and L. briefly, then 
shuts door behind him. Is seen to pass window, striding quickly 
Orr R.) 

Barsara (curiously): 1 wonder how he knew about Scatters? 

Aunt Ursuta (indignantly): Of all the impertinence! Coming here and 
laying down the law! 

Barzpara: Well, he does represent it, you know. 

Aunt Ursura: You’d better go and tell Valerie and Mr. Manders about it. 
And if this is supposed to be a quiet, peaceful holiday I shall take 
my next one at Blackpool in Bank Holiday Week! (Barzara laughs 
and goes out by Door C. and Orr L., while Aunt Ursuta goes 
out by Door L. The stage is empty for a moment, then, through 
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window, Fisuy is seen entering from Orr R. He backs towards 
Door C., very slowly and furtively, watching in direction of OFF AR: 
Enters by Door C. Scarrers enters by Door R. For some 
moments he watches Fisuy, who is still looking Orr R. Then, 
curiously ) , 

ScartEers: What are you up to, guv’nor? (FisHy has jumped with shock. 
Spins round) 

FisHy: Ssh! (Finger on mouth) 

Scatters (whispering): What’s the matter? A sail 

Fisuy (mysteriously, in a hoarse whisper): Vve gothim! (Following 1s in 
mysterious whisperings by both of them) 

Scatrers : Got who? 

Fisuy: The face at the window! 

ScaTTErs: Eh? 

Fisuy: That tough who was prowling about yesterday ! 

Scatrers: What! 

Fisy: Yes—he’s here! I’ve seen him—creeping about the grounds out 
there! (Pots Lerr) He went right round the house—I saw him! 

Scatrers (still whispering): Are you (Suddenly breaks off. Speaks 
in his normal voice) What are we talking like this for—there ain’t 
nobody listenin’. . . . Are you sure it’s ’im? 

Fisuy (¢mpatiently): Of course I’m sure! Do you think I’m a fool? 

Scatrers (dubiously): Well, that ain’t for me to say. 

Fisuy; We’ve got to nab him somehow 

ScaTrers: Better call the copper, guv—Bertha says he’s come 

Fisoy: And let him get all the credit? Not likely! . . . I know—get a 
tablecloth or a big sheet from Bertha—quick ! 

ScatTers: What for? 

Fisoy: Don’t argue! Go on—quick! (Pushes him to Door R. Exit 
ScatTers. FisHy creeps with exaggerated stealth back to window. 
Cautiously looks through Orr L. then Orr R. Suddenly drops down 
so that his head 1s below window level, as though he had heard 
a sudden noise. Raises head again cautiously and peers through 
window. Suddenly drops down again as before, only this time he 
bangs his face on window-ledge. Gives a sharp yelp of pain and 
annoyance and rubs his chin. Scarrers hurries in by Door R., 
carrying large dust-sheet) 

Scatrers: I’ve got it 

Fisuy (frantically): Sssh! 

Scatrers (in hoarse stage-whisper as he creeps forward): "Ere y’are, guv’. 
Now what do we do? Can you see ’im? 

FisHy : No—but I can hear him! (Pointing Orr L.) He’s coming up the | 
path, that way! As soon as I open the door—whip that sheet over 
his head, hang on Jike grim death, and we’ve got him! I’ve seen 
them do it on the pictures 

Scatrers: But look ’ere, guv’nor 

Fisny: Shut up—do as you’re told! Come on! (Tiptoes slowly and 
cautiously to Door C., Scatrers following in like manner. As they 
reach door—) Got that sheet ready? 

Scarters (holds it up, whispering): I’ve got it! 

Fisuy (hand on door-knob): Right! (Listens, ear pressed against door) 
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He’s coming—I can hear his feet on the gravel! As soon as I 

open the door, whip that sheet right over his head! Are you ready? 

(Scatrers tenses himself, nods. Fisuy casts aside caution, shouts—) 

NOW! (Flings door wide open. Like a flash Scatrers steps 

into doorway and flings sheet completely over the figure which is 

outside) 

Scatters (with a yell of triumph): Got’im! (He and Fisny fling their 
arms round figure, completely masking it from view and drag it 
inside, IMPORTANT THAT NO GLIMPSE OF FIGURE IS CAUGHT BY AUDIENCE. 
The following 1s very rapid) 

FisHy (yelling as figure struggles wildly): Hang on—hold him ! 
(Etc., etc.) 

ScaTTErs (with a roar): Oh! He kicked me. (They have dragged figure 
to behind settee) 

Fisny: Get him down! Do something, can’t you! 

ScaTrers: Get his feet! Got him (Etc. The figure 1s on ground 
behind settee. There is a wild and noisy scuffle as the three struggle 
and fight. Barsara, PHitip and VaLeRie run in by Door C.) 

Barsara, Puriip and VaALerte (all together): What’s the row about? . . . 
What’s all this? (Etc. Aunt Ursuta hurries in by Door L., shouting. 
Davip ts next to hurry in by Door R., followed by Bertua. There 
is the wildest uproar) 

Fisuy (yelling): GOT HIM! Sit on him—Scatters, get his feet 
(The heads of ScatrErs and Fisuy are seen to appear above settee as 
they sit on their captive. They are breathless. Following three 
speeches are practically simultaneous) 

Davip: What the devil’s all this 

Aunt Ursuta: Have you gone stark, staring mad 

VaeriE: Fishy—what do you think you’re doing 

FisHy (turns head, wipes brow, gasping, but with a triumphant grin): 
It’s all right—we’ve got him! 

Davip: Got who? 

FisHy: The face at the window! 

Davip: The what? 

Fisuy : Yes—that hoodlum who split your head yesterday! I spotted him 
creeping round the back there, and (Fareicn enters by Door 
R., not too quickly. Fisty stares, points his finger) It’s you! 

FartercH: Well, what are you staring at me for? 

Fisuy (still pointing, gurgling helplessly): You’re the fellow I saw! You 
should be the one we’ve got here! 

Fareicn (grimly): Oh, should I? 

Fisuy (looking down at the captive): Then—who’s this? 

FariricH: How the devil should J know? 

(Fisy and Scatrers quickly get up from their captive, and stand 
clear. Nothing happens for a moment, then the figure is seen above the 
settee as it staggers to its feet, still enveloped in the sheet. It is slowly 
dragged off and reveals, nobody masking her, a battered and very dts- 
hevelled Miss FEATHERSTONE) 


QUICK CURTAIN 
Enp oF Act II, Scene 1 
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Scene 2. A Week Later. Night. 


(At the rise of the curtain, the only light in the room, apart from the 
glow of the fireplace, if there is one, comes from a standard-lamp and, if 
necessary, a shaded lamp on card-table. The general effect must be one of 
dimness, with deep shadows. Through the window is darkness save for a 
subdued blue beam thrown up against sky-cloth to show night. 

At a card-table Up Lert sits Aunt Ursuta, cards are spread before her 
and, during the following, she stolidly plays through a game of Patience. 
Miss FeatHERSTONE, wearing hat, sits to her left, a number of letters on 
table before her. Barsara, dressed as for dancing, stands at window, 
curtains of which are open—IMPORTANT—looking through in direc- 
tion of OrF R.) 

AunT Ursuta (murmuring as the curtain rises): That goes on there. . . 
That goes on there. 

Miss FEATHERSTONE: I admire your courage, my dear, but there’s no 
getting away from the fact, as I’ve told you 

Aunt Ursuta (who never takes her eyes from her card-playing): Fudge! 

Miss FEATHERSTONE: It’s all very well to say “Fudge,” but for all you 
know there may be terrible danger here. 

Aunt Ursuta: Tommy-rot and fiddlesticks ! 

Miss FEATHERSTONE (picking up letters): How many of these letters of 
warning have you had? 

Aunt Ursuta: I’ve never troubled to count them. There’s been one each 
day for over a week. 

Miss FEATHERSTONE (putting down letters): | thought so. That’s what 
happened before. One of these letters was sent each day to Joseph 
Hood. 

Aunt Ursuta (still playing): What if they were? 

Miss FEATHERSTONE : You know what happened. He was found murdered. 

Aunt Ursuta: Well, J won’t be found murdered, you can take it from 
me! 

Miss FEATHERSTONE (turns pleadingly to Barpara): Miss Meadows, can’t 
you make her see reason? 

Barszara (turning. Absently): I beg your pardon? I’m afraid I wasn’t 
listening. 

Aunt Ursuta: No good talking to her! She’s like a bear with a sore 
head because she didn’t go to the village dance. 

Barsara: No, I’m not. Who wants to go to a silly little village dance, 
anyway? 

Aunt Ursuta: You did—only your precious young man didn’t turn up 
for you! 

Miss FearHerstone: Do you mean Mr. Fynn? 

Aunt Ursuta: I do mean Mr. Fynn. He went out three hours ago and 
he hasn’t been seen since. 

Miss FEATHERSTONE: But this is serious! 

Aunt Ursuta: It is—for her! 

Miss FrarHerstone: Do you mean to tell me you’re not frightened? 


Why, anything may have happened to him! 
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Aunt Ursuta (with a sly peep at Barsara): I should think it’s nothing to 
what will happen to him when he gets back! (Barbara upstage, back 
turned) 

Miss FeaTHERsToNnE: Is Mr. Carter with him? 

Barpara: No. (Turns. She is worried) Mr. Carter went up to London 
to-day about his invention and he won't be back till late. 

Miss FEATHERSTONE: Then you're quite unprotected. (With great earnest- 
ness—) Miss Mannering—listen to me. You must listen to me 

Aunt Ursuta (still busy with cards): 1 don’t appear to have much 
choice ! 

Miss FEATHERSTONE: You seem to think this is only the idle talk of a 
foolish woman who’s got silly ideas into her head through living on 
her own. Itisn’t. I’ve lived in that house down the Cliff Edge road 
for ten years and I know this place—I know there’s danger here! If 
you won’t think of yourselfi—think of these two young girls, Miss 
Meadows and your niece, and go—go before it’s too late! 

Aunt Ursuta (in great satisfaction, looking at the cards): At last! I’ve 
got it to come out! Myrss FEATHERSTONE turns away in despair) 

Miss FEATHERSTONE (in a low voice): I’ve done all I can. 

Barsara (patting her shoulder): It’s nice of you to be concerned about us, 
but we shall be all right. Mr. Manders will be bringing Valerie back 
from the dance soon. He’ll stay with us until one of the others 
comes. 

Aunt Ursvuta (rising): As far as I’m concerned it won’t be necessary. 
I’m going to bed. 

Miss FEATHERSTONE (rising): I must go. 

Barzara: I'd better come with you. (Goimg R.) I'll just get a coat 

Miss FeaTHERSTONE: No, no, my dear, I shall be all right by myself. 
(Going to Door C. Turns) I’m in no danger here. . . . But you 
are. 

Aunt Ursura: Stuff and nonsense! Good night to you! 

Miss FEATHERSTONE (sadly): Good night. 

Barpara (opening Door C.): You’re quite sure you'll be all right? 

Miss FEATHERSTONE: Perfectly. I have a torch in my bag. Good night, 
my dear. 

Barzsara: Good night. 

Miss FEATHERSTONE (pauses in doorway, looks back): There’s still time 
before the twenty-third. (Looks at Aunt Ursuta, who is gathering 
up the cards) 1 may be able to persuade her yet. (Goes away Orr R. 
Barzara closes door) 

Aunt Ursura: These fussy women! I can’t stand them! ... Are you 
coming to bed? 

Barsara: No. I think I’ll wait up a little longer, if you don’t mind. 
(Following Aunt Ursuta, who 1s going Lert) I'll come and tuck you 
up, though. 

Aunt Ursuta (turns, looks at her shrewdly): Not worrying about that 
idiot of a Fynn, are you? 

Barzara: No, of course I’m not. (But her expression belies her words) 

Aunt Ursuta: That’s all right. But if I were you, when he did come 
he’d have a piece of my mind! (Exit by Door L. Barsara follows, 
giving a last troubled look through the window as she goes. BERtTHA 
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immediately enters by Door R. Puts the pack of cards away, moves 
chairs and folds up card-table. Takes it out by Door L. The stage 
is empty for a moment, then First Ficure creeps furtively in by 
Door R. He wears a dark overcoat with collar turned up, hat with 
brim pulled down and a muffler swathed round his face. Whilst he ts 
closing door slowly and quietly behind him, the Srconp Ficure is 
seen to glide past window from Orr R. He is similarly dressed, except 
that he also wears a black mask, into which are cut small eyeholes. 
IMPORTANT THAT BOTH ARE UNRECOGNIZABLE in the dim light. First 
Figure softly tiptoes across room towards Door L. As soon as he has 
passed centre of stage, Door C. softly opens and Second Ficure 
comes silently in, closing door and making for Door R., so that their 
backs are to each other and neither of them sees the other. First 
Ficure opens Door L. and looks out, whilst Seconp Ficure opens 
Door R. and looks out. Both close their respective doors noiselessly. 
Business of each gliding furtively about the room, but always with 
their backs to each other. At last, as both are tiptoeing slowly back- 
wards, they meet. Both stand stock still for a moment, then spin 
round with startled exclamations. They close and fight fiercely, 
staggering all over the room. Enter Brertua, carrying a tray, by 
Door L.) 

Bertua (sees them, screams): Oh! Oooh! (Enter Barzara quickly by 
Door L.) 

Barpara: Oh! (Presses switch. All room-lights come up, lighting the 
room brightly. The two combatants separate. First Ficure snatches 
away the other’s mask, revealing Fisuy, he pulls down the other's 
muffler, revealing SCATTERS) 

Fisuy and Scarrers (together): You! ! 

Barpara (in relief): Fishy! 

BertHa: ’Erbert! 

Fisuy (to Scarrers): What do you think you’re supposed to be doing? 

Scatrers: Well, if it comes to that, what about you? 

Bertua (who has been swaying ominously): O-o-oh! (With a wailing cry 
she swoons off into Barzara’s arms) 

Barsara: Fishy—do something ! 

Fisuy (turns): Hallo—what 

Barpara: She’s fainted ! 

Fisny (turning wrathfully to Scatters): There you are! Now look what 
you’ve done! (Supports BERTHA) 

Scatters: I like that! What I’ve done! 

Fisny (staggering under Brrtua’s weight): Well, don’t stand there! Do 
something, can’t you? 

Scatrers: ’Ere, let me have ’er. (Lifts BertHa from Fisuy) Leave ’er 
to me—I’ll soon ’ave ’er all right. (Staggers out by Door R. If 
necessary Fisny can help) 

Fisuy (settling his hair): ‘That girl’s the fastest swooner I ever knew. 
(Pulls mask from round his neck) 

Barzara (with dangerous calm): This is the first time I knew the village 
dance was supposed to be a masked ball! 

Fisny: Masked ball? Oh, this? Oh, well—er—TI put this on to do a bit 
of sleuthing. 
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Barpara: Is that so? (Goes to window, stands with her back turned, 
tapping her foot, arms folded) 

Fishy: Yes. I’m determined to get to the bottom of this mystery, no 
matter what! You see, I figured it out this way. (Suddenly notices 
that Barpara is not pleased. Goes to her) Hallo, something wrong 
or something? 

Barpara (not turning): Nothing very much. 

Fisny: Oh, good. Well, I figured that this was just the sort of night that 
fellow, whoever he is, might have a crack at us. I mean, there’s no 
moon now, and (Breaks off, looks at her blankly) What’s the 
matter? 

Barsara: Nothing. (Turns) Only that you were supposed to be taking 
me to the village dance, that’s all. 

FisHy : Gosh—I knew there was something I had to do. (Barzara, about 
to speak, cannot trust herself. She flounces angrily towards Door L., 
Fisny running after her) Barbara—where are you going? 

Barsara (furiously): To bed! (Storms out, slamming door in Fisxy’s 
face. Scatrers enters by Door R.) 

ScaTTERs (genially): What’s wrong, guy’? 

Fisuy: I forgot to take Barbara to the village dance. 

Scatrers: Well, I wouldn’t worry about that—there’s another one nexz 


year. 
Fisuy (coming C.): She just doesn’t understand about my sleuthing, that’s 
the trouble. . . . Listen, Scatters—we’ve got to solve this mystery ! 


Scatters : Isn’t that what we’ve been tryin’ to do? 

Fisny: Yes, but we’ve gog to, this time. That'll put me right with Miss 
Meadows, you see? I'll be a hero if I find this murderer. 

Scatters: Well, what are we goin’ to do? 

Fisuy: Well, I’ve been out sleuthing every night since we got that second 
warning 

Scatters: Did you find anythin’? 

Fisuy: No, but I’m positive something’s going to happen to-night. This 
is the first time there hasn’t been a moon, for one thing, and 
(Breaks off. Suddenly looks at Scatters) By the way, what were 
you prowling about the place for, anyway? 

Scatrers (looking away with over-assumed innocence): Nothin’. Nothin’ 
at ail. 

Fisuy (suspiciously): Listen! Even good gardeners don’t go sneaking 
round the flower-beds at this time of night just to see how the holly- 
hocks are doing! 

ScatTErRs (uncomfortably): Well, I—er—I thought the same as you. 
There’s funny things goin’ on around ’ere, and J thought I’'d come 
up and see that everythin’ was oka 

FisHy (impatiently): Well, never mind. Look—do you know what this 
is? (Producing a dark object from his coat pocket) 

Scatrers: It looks like an old sock to me. 

Fisuy: It 7s a sock—filled with sand. I got it out of a detective story and 
you can take it from me it’s deadly. Now listen. (At Door C.) You 
go that way (Pointing Orr R.), and I'll go this way. (Pointing Orr 
L.) We'll go right round the house. If you see anybody, yell like 
mad and I'll be there with this. (Brandishes sock) Got it? 
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Scatrers (unwillingly): Well, I don’t like it, but you’re the boss. 

Fisuy: Right. Come on. Sssh! (Opens Door C. and they look out 
cautiously, Orr R., then Orr L. Finally, closing door behind them, 
Fisuy tiptoes Orr L., Scatrers going Orr R. Stage is empty for a 
moment, then Brrtua enters by Door R. She sways as she walks, 
left hand on her forehead, right hand on her middle, as though stck) 

Bertua (weakly): Oh. Oh, lor’! (Gazes miserably round. Moves list- 
lessly to light-switch and switches off. All room-lights go out except 
the lamps, etc., as at beginning of the scene. She turns and goes 
slowly out again by Door R. VALerte is seen to come past the 
window from Orr R., followed by Puiie. They enter by Door C. 
Both are in evening clothes and hatless, PurLip wearing an overcoat 
and silk scarf, VALERIE a wrap) 

Puiuip (talking as he enters): Black, isn’t it? Do you know, I thought 
I felt somebody go past out there. I suppose it couldn’t have been. 

VALERIE: Well, it seems as though somebody’s still up. Good. We'll be 
able to get something to eat. (PHILIP removes her wrap. She smiles 
at him and sinks into easy-chatr) 

Puiuip (grinning down at her): Tired? 

VateriE: Deliciously. 

Purp: Enjoyed it? (VALERIE nods) 

VALERIE: You? 

Puitip: Every minute of it. (Puts her wrap aside. Comes to her) It 
was nice of you to let me take you. 

VatertE (leaning back): Why did you? You could have taken the 
prettiest girl in the county. 

Purp (quietly, smiles): That’s exactly what I did do. 

VALERIE (smiles lazily): You say the nicest things. 

Puitie: Don’t you like me to? 

VaceriE: What girl wouldn’t? (Still leaning back, looks at him curiously 
foramoment. Then—) How many girls have you said nice things to? 

Puitrp: Quite a lot. 

Vaveriz: I’m glad you said that. 

Puiuip: Why? 

VaeriE: I should have been rather disappointed if you’d told me the 
usual lie. I haven’t been here a week without finding out a few 
things about you, you know. 

Puitip: Have they been so very terrible? 

VarertE: Not very. Onl 

Puitip (with a smile): Only you’ve heard that I was once a bit of a bright 
lad, haven’t you? (She nods, smiling. He grins back) That was 
quite a while ago. 

Va.ertE: I loathe the virtuous type... . (After @ pause) Maybe I got 
an overdose. 

Puiuie: Carter? I should have said he was a pretty decent sort of fellow. 

VateriE: He is, but . . . I don’t know why he always seems to come up 
in front of me every time I (Breaks off) Oh, where’s the sense 
in talking about things that are finished with? Ring the bell, Philip. 
(Purp presses bell-push) You spent a long time with dear Aunt 
Ursula while I was getting ready. You never told me what you were 
talking about. 
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Pui: Oh, different things. 
VALERIE: Such as? 
Puitip: The weather. The international situation. The old lifeboat that 


got washed up on the rocks yesterday. . . . You. 
VateriE (nods, laughs): Me. That’s what I was afraid of. 
Puitip: You needn’t be. . . . You know, Valerie, I think she’s really 


pretty fond of you in her own way. I believe she’d like to make 
things up with you. (Has come close to her) 

VateriE: I have no doubt she would—on her terms. Which means that 
quite a few things about me would have to be changed. (Looks up, 
sees that he is watching her) And 1 don’t particularly want them to 
be changed. (Speaks casually, but with a subtle challenge) Do you? 

Puiuip (in a low voice): No, I don’t. (Something in his voice makes her 
look up at him sharply. He takes her arms and draws her to her feet, 
quite gently. He speaks quietly) 1 like you just as you are. (Takes 
her in his arms. They look at each other for some moments in silence) 
I don’t want a single thing about you changed. (They kiss. Davip 
ts seen to pass window, but he does not glance inside. With a brief 
tap on Door C. he opens it and enters. He is in outdoor things and 
carries a brief-case. Putte and Vaerte hastily separate but Davip 
betrays no emotion) 

Davip: Good evening. (Drops case, taking off hat and coat. There is 
no plaster on his forehead) 

Puiwip (embarrassed): Oh—er—hallo, Carter 

Davin (dryly): Carry on. Don’t mind me. (Enter Bertua by Door R.) 

VaterieE: Oh, you’re there at last. Bring some coffee and sandwiches. 
Take them into the other room. (Nodding towards Door L.) 

BerTHA: Yes, miss. (Exit by Door R. Vaterie goes to her handbag, 
uses mirror and handkerchief-puff) 

Puitie: How did you get on in London? 

Davin: Oh, pretty well, thanks. (Has taken papers from his brief-case 
and is examining them) 

“eh It was about your invention, wasn’t it? How did things go 
off? 

Davip: Oh, not too bad at all. Rather better than I expected, as a matter 
of fact. 

Puitie: Good show. It might be a pretty big thing if it comes off, 
mightn’t it? 

Davip: It might. (Looks up from papers, facing Va.er1e) It might even 
be taken up by Universal Airlines. (Sardonically—) Then I might 
be wealthy—a man of position and importance. 

VaveriE (icily): Since when did those things ever appeal to you? 
(Assumes a more pleasant expression as she turns to PHiL1p. BERTHA 
enters by Door R. with a tray of cups, plates and coffee-pot, which 
she takes out by Door L., without the dialogue stopping) Won't you 
have some coffee before you go? 

Puitie: Thanks, but I simply must hurry off. My father’s taking the 
night express up to London and he wants to see me before he goes. 
Good night. 

VavertE: Good night, Philip. (Pxitip sees Davip has turned.away again 
and is examining papers. Quickly and soundlessly he kisses her) 
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Puiu (to Davin): Good night, old chap. (Going to Door C.) 
Davip: Good night. (With a farewell smile to Vaterie, Puruip goes by 
~ Door C. VareriE stands in doorway watching him as he goes Or¥ R. 
Davip regards Vaterte for some moments in silence) Is there any 
chance of that coffee invitation being extended to me? (VALERIE 
turns away from Door C.., closing it behind her) 

Vaterte (indifferently): You can have some if you like. There’s plenty. 
(Goes out by Door L. Davin looks after her with a rather wistful 
smile for a moment, then follows out by Door L. The stage 1s empty 
for a short while, then Scatrers and Fisuy enter by Door C. from 
Orr L. Latter still carries his loaded sock) 

Scatters: I’ve been all round, but I didn’t see nothin’. Did you? 

Fisoy: Sssh! 

Scatrers (aside in disgust): Are we goin’ to start that all over again? 
(To Fisny—) What’s the matter? 

Fisuy (in 2 stage-whisper): Tve seen him! 

ScaTTErs: You ’ave? 

Fisuy: I spotted him snooping about at the bottom of the tennis court— 
(He is on Ricut of Door C., Scatrers on the LEFT) 

Scatters: You’re sure it’s not Miss Featherstone again? 

Fisuy: He flashed a torch. He’s the same size and build as the man 
who went for Carter—there’s no doubt of it. 

ScatrErs: What are we going to do? 

Fisy: Surround him or something and then—(Makes a movement with 
the sock)—drop him! 

Scatrers: Okay, but make sure you drop the right one this time, will 

ou? 

poe. I tell you there’s no mistake. Now, I'll tell you what to do— 
(Breaks off and listens intently) 

Scatrers: What’s the matter? 

Fisny (frantically): Sssh! (Presses his ear against Door C. and listens in 
tense silence. Then—in a stage-whisper—) He’s here! 

Scatters (whispering): At the door? 

FisHy: No—coming up the path. Very slowly—I can just hear him. 
We'll get him this time all right! (Flattens himself against back wall, 
between window and Door C.) You get over there! (Motions to 
back wall on far side of door. Scarters goes) Now, when I give you 
the word—you pull that door open as fast as you can! | 

ScatTers (in pleading tones as he takes hold of door-knob): Guv’nor—for _ 
the love of Pete ask him who he is before you hit him! | 

Fisny: Shut up, you fool! . . . Listen! . . . He’s nearly up to the door. — 
... Are you ready? ... (Silence—) Ricut! (Scarters swiftly — 
pulls door open. A dark figure is seen in doorway, Fisuy lifts loaded — 
sock and brings it down on to head of figure. The latter, without a | 
sound, buries his face in his hands, slowly crumples up, takes a 
staggering step forward into the room and sinks to the ground, face 
downwards. IMPORTANT THAT HE CANNOT BE RECOGNIZED) 

Scatrers: Crikey! 

Fisuy (yelling in wild excitement): There you are I teld you it | 
wasn’t Miss Featherstone! We’ve got him—where is everybody? _ 
(Runs out in high glee by Door L., shouting—) We’ve got him at | 


SUCH THINGS HAPPEN 41 


last! The face at the window! Barbara—David! Where are you? 
(His voice dies away Orr L.) 

Scatters (on his knees beside the figure): Now, who the blazes 
(Has lifted the face a little and now recoils in horror. With a look of 
blank dismay—) Strike me pink wiv purple edges! (Scrambles up. 
Looks right and left in panic, then bolts for Door C. In doorway, 
gives one last horrified look at the figure on the ground) Cur-riky! 
(Exit by Door C. and rushes Orr R. Enter Berra by Door L., 
carrying empty tray. Crosses stage, sees the fallen figure. She throws 
up the tray, which drops with a crash and screams at the top of her 
voice. She swoons and sinks to the floor. Following is very rapid. 
VALERIE runs in by Door L., followed by Fisxy) 

VateriE: Oh! Fishy 

Fisuy (excitedly): There he is, look (Davin hurries in by Door L., 
followed quickly by Barwara who is in her underwear and pulling 
a silk robe about her. Her hair is loose) 

Davip: What is this? 

Fisny (yelling triumphantly as he points at figure): There you are— 
didn’t I tell you we’d get him!! (Enter Aunr Ursuta by Door L. 
She ts in night-attire, covered by a highly-coloured dressing-gown, 
and with bed-socks and sleeping-cap) 

Aunt Ursuta: Has everybody gone mad—what’s the matter? (All eyes 
on the figure. Davin has gone down on one knee and 1s lifting the 
head. Figure slowly comes to his knees, but holding his head so that 
he cannot yet be recognized) 

Barbara: Fishy—what have you done? 

Fisuy: I said I’d get him in the end, didn’t I? Well, now I’ve done it! 
(Barzara presses light-switch and all lights come up. Slowly the 
kneeling figure raises his head and drops his hands, looking at Fisny. 
It is PFarteicH. Exclamations of horror from all except Fisny, who ts 
still rambling on triumphantly to Barsara) Now bring on your Scot- 
land Yard men! I’ll show them how to solve mysteries!! Tl show 
them what can be done by (Suddenly breaks off as he sees 
Far.eicH, who stares at him in silence. Then, faintly—) No! No, 
it couldn’t be! (Sways, staggers and steadies himself by catching at 
a chair) 

FarteIcH (gets up. Moves menacingly towards Fisuy, who retreats, step 
by step): So! It’s you again, eh? 

Fisny (frantically, as he shields himself behind the nearest person): No! 
No, I—I 

Fareicu (roaring): Do you know what you'll get for this? Ten Years! ! 

Fisxy (feebly): W-w-what were you doing out there, anyway? 

Fareicu (shouting at the top of his voice): You crazy maniac—don’t 
you realize there was a murder committed here last year? What do 
you think I’ve come from London for? 

Fisuy : I c-c-couldn’t say, I’m sure (Bertua picks herself up) 

FarteicH: I’ve come to try and save half-witted fools like you from 
another murder! But, by heaven, if I have any more interference 
from you, I’ll 

Barsara (suddenly, looking at Door C.): What’s that? (Dead silence, all 
looking at Door C. Then there is heard a tap, very faint, then 
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another, finally a third. Dead silence. Then Far.eicH crosses to 
Door C. He throws open door and stands quickly aside, so as not 
to mask doorway. In the open doorway stands Scatrers both arms 
uplifted as his hands support him by the lintel of the door. He 1s 
hatless and his face is a ghastly white; there is a gash in his forehead 
from which blood streams down. His eyes are shut. There ts com- 
plete silence. Picture fora moment. Then Scatrers’ arms fall limply 


down ... Slowly he begins to fall forward until he finally crashes 
face downwards on to floor) 
Bertua (with a piercing shriek): "Erbert! . . . ’Erbert! (Throws herself 


on to the floor beside Scatrers. Lifts his head. Screams—) He’s 


dead ! 
QUICK CURTAIN 


Enp oF Act II, Scene 2 


ACT Ill 


Tue NIGHT oF THE TWENTY-THIRD 


(At the rise of the curtain there is only the subdued lighting from the 
standard-lamp and table-lamp with the glow from the fireplace, if there is 
one. The curtains are drawn so that the window 1s covered, but beyond, 
so that tt is visible when Door C. is opened, a blue beam is thrown up 
against skycloth to show night. Aunt Ursuta sits in her favourite chair, 
VALERIE 1s some distance to her left, Barsara to her right. The three are 
reading magazines or newspapers, held high so that their faces are more 
or less hidden. An atmosphere of acute tension prevails. Picture for some 
moments. VALERIE may be drumming her fingers nervously on chair-arm. 
Presently Barzpara lowers magazine so that her face is seen; she looks at 
Aunt Ursuta, then at Vateriz, then uneasily round the room. Finally 
she raises her magazine again. Picture for a moment, then same business 
with Varerte. Finally she raises her paper again. Picture. Then same 
business with Aunr Ursuta, save that she does not look round the room. 
THIs MUST NOT BE TOO LONG-DRAWN-OUT, but should convey nervousness 
and tension to the audience. Suddenly—) 

Aunt Ursura: Tcha!! (Slamming down magazine with a bang) 

VaLeriE and Barsara (at the sudden shock): Oh! (The tension 1s broken) 

Aunt Ursuta: I’m sick of this! 

VALERIE (crossly, flouncing out of chair): That’s no reason for frightening 
the life out of people! 

Aunt Ursuta: Bah! Bag of nerves—that’s what you are! 

VALERIE: So are you, but you won’t admit it! 

Aunt Ursuta: Stuff and nonsense! What is there to be frightened of? 
It’s the twenty-third and nothing’s happened, has it? 

VALERIE (pacing nervously about): The twenty-third’s not over yet. . 
Oh, I wish Philip would come. (She may be smoking a cigarette 
nervously, if desired) 

Barsara: But he doesn’t get back from London till late to-night, Valerie. 
He won’t come straight here, will he? 

Aunr Ursura: Of course he will! Anyone she’s got her talons into has 
to come when he’s told! (There is a sudden flare-up) 

Vaterte (furiously): You’ve got no right to talk about me like that! 

Aunt Ursuta: Do you dare to deny you’ve got your hooks into Philip 
Manders? 

VALERIE (even more furiously): Why can’t you leave me alone, once in a 
while? (Pointing to Barsara) You never have anything to say 
about her! 

Aunt Ursuta: Because she behaves herself. 

VatertE (reckless with anger): Yes—it might pay her too, mightn’t 
it? 

Barpara (quickly): What do you mean by that? 

Vaterte (wheeling on her): It would suit you very nicely if I got cut out 
of her will, wouldn’t it? (Barpara jumps to her fect) 
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Barsara (Aotly): That’s a horrible, beastly thing to say! 
Vaterie (furiously): Is it? Well, I'll tell you this 
Aunt Ursuta: Be quiet! 

Vaterie (worked up almost to hysteria): | won’t! I’m sick of you always 
getting on to me! I won’t take any more of it—do you hear?—I 
won't 

Aunt Ursuta (has risen, majestically. Roars): Will you be quiet!! 
(Vaterte is about to retort. Checks herself and, with a visible effort, 
regains alittle control. Takes a few agitated paces, then flings herself 
into chair. Tension is suddenly cleared) 

Barzara: Sorry, Val. This place is getting on all our nerves, that’s what’s 
the matter. (Sitting) 

Aunt Ursuta (has sat, picks up magazine again): Nothing of the sort! 
My nerves are like steel! (Then—) OH!! (In alarm as the door- 
knocker bangs. The other two jump up and all look at Door C. It 
opens and Fisuy enters, dressed for outdoors. He ts still holding his 
key in the lock. Removes it) 

Fisuy : Hallo—got the door locked? 

Aunt Ursuta (fanning her face with magazine in relief): Do you have to 
make a noise fit to wake the dead when you come in? 

Barpara (sigh of relief): Oh! (She and Varerie sit. Fisuy presses light- 
switch and all lights come up, so that the room ts brightly lit) 

Fisuy (looking round at the three, who are obviously nervous): What's 
the matter? All on edge? 

Aunt Ursuta: Certainly not! (Her magazine is shaking like a leaf) 
Where have you been? (Enter Bertua by Door R., unobserved by 
the others) 

Fisxy: Down to the Cottage Hospital to see Scatters. 

Aunt Ursuta: Is he any worse? 

Fisuy: I don’t know. They wouldn’t let me in. They said the copper 
was with him. 

Aunt Ursuta: Inspector Farleigh? 

Fishy: Yes. He’s been hanging around the Cottage Hospital ever since 
they took Scatters in. (Shakes his head) Seems pretty grim to 
me. 

Aunt Ursuta: Is Scatters conscious yet? 

Fisy: I don’t even know that. Do you know what J think? I believe 
Farleigh’s hanging around so that he can get Scatters’ evidence before 
he—well, before it’s too late. 

Bertua (with an agonized wail): O-o-oh! (All turn) 

Aunt Ursura: What are you doing here? 

BertHa: ’E’s dead! My ’Erbert’s dead! (Bursts into tears and howls) 

Barpara (going to her and comforting her): He isn’t dead, Bertha. (Casts 
an angry look at Fisny. Speaks aside to him) Saying things like that 
in front of the poor girl! (Leads the wailing Bertua to RicuT) 

Fisuy (blankly): How was I to know she was there? 

Berta (goimg with Barpara): ’E’s dead—I know ’e is! Oh, I wish 
I'd told ’im about that plumber from Birmingham! (They go by 
Door R.) 

Fishy (looking after Barsara): Gosh, I wish I knew why Barbara’s so 
mad at me. 
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Aunt Ursura: Because you didn’t take her to the dance, idiot! 

Fisuy: But I’ve explained all about that! I was sleuthing! (Turning to 
VaverizE) I say, Val—can’t you do something for me? Help me fix 
things with Barbara, I mean? 

VaLeRiE (not looking up from magazine): Why should I? 

Fisny: Well, [’ll do as much for you any day. 

VatertE: Thanks, but I can’t imagine the occasion ever arising. 

Fisuy : Well, you never know. I mean, take you and David, for instance 

Aunt Ursuta (cutting in): Do you have to keep on babbling? 

Fispy: What? (Appears to remember the situation) Oh. (Confidential 
nod to Aunt Ursuta. Turns back to Vaterie) Don’t pay any atten- 
tion to what I said. 

VALERIE (still reading): I never do. (Enter Barpara by Door R.) 

Fisuy (going to her eagerly). Barbara, do listen (She walks past him 
to her seat, ignoring him. Picks up her magazine. Starts to read) 
Look, for about the fiftieth time—I’m sorry about that dance business. 
(Waits for an answer. There is none) It was all on your account | 
wanted to clear up that mystery—so you’d be safe, I mean. Surely 
your safety’s far more important than a cock-eyed little village hop? 
(Still she takes no notice) Oh, dash! (Opens his mouth to speak 
again. Reflects. Abandons the attempt and turns to VauErtt) Is 
David back from London yet? 

VaLertE: How should I know? (She still reads) 

FisHy: Well, haven’t you seen him? 

VaLeriE: No. 

Fisuy: I hope the test of his invention went off all right. (Waits for an 
answer. Vaterte still reads) Don’t you? 

Va.eriE: Don’t I what? 

Fisny (in despair): Oh, never mind! (Looks at Barpara again but she 
is stull apparently engrossed in her book. He turns to Aunt URsuta 
and makes another attempt) Well, here it is—the twenty-third. 

Aunt Ursuta (reading): It usually is, after the twenty-second. 

Fisuy: I know. But this is the day something’s supposed to happen. 

Aunt Ursuta: Well, it hasn’t happened! 

Fisoy: Not yet. But when it does (Looks round and squares him- 
self up. Raises his voice to command attention) I say when it does, 
I want you to know that you won’t be alone! 

Aunt Ursuta: Meaning what? 

Fisuy (heroically): That J shall be with you. 

Aunt Ursuta (dryly): That means we’ll still be alone! 

Fisuy (thoughtfully): You know, you can’t get away from it—there’s 
something pretty queer going on. First David gets pranged over the 
head. Then Scatters. And neither of them saw the customer who 
did it. . . . Do you know what J think? (Getting no answer, as all 
are reading, he looks round. Raises his voice) 1 said, do you know 
what I think? (S#ll no answer. Impatiently—) Oh, what’s the use! 
(Grabs hat. Starts upstage) 

Aunt Ursuta (she and the other two looking up in sudden alarm): Where 
are you going? 

Fisny : I’m going out! I’ve had enough of this 

Barsara (quickly jumping up): No, no——! 
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Fisuy (stopping): I’m darned well going out to find that murderer if it’s 
the last thing I do! 

Barpara: Fishy—you mustn’t! There’s danger—you may get hurt! 

Fisuy (comes back eagerly): Would you care if I did? (Barsara sees she 
has given herself away. Tosses her head, turns and sits. Fisuy’s 
eagerness vanishes. Speaks with bitterness) No, you wouldn’t. No- 
body cares anything about me! Well, neither do I! (Herotcally 
pointing to door) I’m going out there—I don’t care if the place is 
crawling with murderers! And if I come back with my throat cut— 
well, you'll be sorry! (Marches to Door C. Aside—) | hope. (Claps 
on hat, denting it in the process and flings open door. Steps outside 
in a grand manner and shuts door. Immediately Barpara looks round 
at the door with a sigh of alarm. Suddenly there is a loud cry from 
Fisuy outside Door C.) 

Barpara (flying to Door C., with an agonized cry): Fishy! (Tears door 
open, standing quickly aside. FisHy is in doorway, nursing his foot 
and hopping on the other. She flies into his arms with a cry of relicf) 

Fisuy (as he clasps her to him): It’s all right. I only stubbed my foot 
against a rock! (He brings her in, all smiles) 

Barzara (laughing in spite of herself): Oh, Fishy, you really are in a 
class by yourself! 

Fisny (eagerly): Everything okay now? Fine! (Hurrying Ricut, taking 
off hat and coat) Vil just park these. (Exit Ricur) 

Aunt Ursuta (calling Ricur): Bring my cup of Ovaltine, if it’s ready. 
(Rising) Never mind. I'll get it myself. (Exit Ricut) 

VALERIE (despairingly but sincerely): Barbara—if you'll believe me, I’m 
sorry for leading off at you like that. I honestly didn’t mean a single 
word of what IJ said. 

Barpara: I know. (Smiles reassuringly) That’s all right. 

VaeriE: Why—why do I always say things I don’t mean, things I don’t 
want to say, every time I come up against Aunt Ursula? (Help- 
lessly—) When she’s not there I tell myselt I will behave better in 
future, but . . . it’s never any use. 

Barzpara: You aren’t happy, are you, Val? 

Vater (a little mockingly): 1 ought to be. (Sits Centre) I have all the 
things I want. Ask Aunt Ursula—she gave them to me—the whole 
shoot. (Barzara looks sharply at her) 

Barara (curiously): Would you care to fill in a bit more about that? 

VateriE: It’s simple enough. (Though she speaks with superficial gatety 
there 1s an undertone of bitterness) Recipe for making somebody — 
happy: take one small niece—a very small one, about eight or nine 
years old. Take two parents—pretty easygoing ones, without very — 
much money, and let them know very firmly that you’re going to 
make quite certain about their daughter’s upbringing. Send the 
niece to an expensive prep-school; later on, send her to an even 
more expensive boarding-school, buy all her clothes, pay for all her | 
holidays—in short, make very sure that even when she’s grown up | 
to be a young woman she’s still dependent on you for every stitch | 
on her body. (Laughs. Clasps her hands behind her head, stretches 

out her legs and leans back) If all that fails and the ungrateful girl | 

still refuses to be happy | 
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Barzara (watching her intently): Well—what then? 

VALERIE (wearily): Oh, I don’t know. We haven’t got that far yet. 

Barpara (soderly): { see. I knew it was something that went pretty 
deep but I didn’t know just what. (Nods) Ever since you were a 
child—a continual feeling of being under an obligation to somebody. 
Yes. That could do an awful lot of damage inside you. 

VaLeERiE (smiles a little): What’s all this—psychology? 

Barzara: No. But I can understand that. 

VALERIE (tensely): If only Aunt Ursula were in the wrong for once—I 
think it would change everything. If she were to suddenly kick me 
out to fend for myself, or to accuse me unjustly, or to hurt me 
somehow—I should feel that things were levelled up between us. 
But (Gestures helplessly) 

Barzara (nods thoughtfully): I see. So it wasn’t just bravado the other 
morning, when you dared her to give you that tanning, was it? You 
wanted her to do something that would put her in the wrong, didn’t 

ou? 

VaeriE: It didn’t start out that way, but (Nods) Yes. Id have 
let her lay into me as hard as she liked and I wouldn’t have done a 
thing to stop her. And do you know why? Because after she’d done 
it I should have felt that things were settled up between us for good 
—that I'd have paid my bill with her and that we were quits at last. 
(With assumed lightness—) She could have got away with it 
all right, if she’d only known. (Looks front, thoughtfully) Or . . 
perhaps she did know. 

Barzara: I thought it was something like that. . . . Is David part of 
your problem, Valerie? 

VaceriE: David? 

Barpara: How much does Philip Manders matter to you? 

VatertE (slowly): I’m not very sure of that. I like Philip a lot. 

Barsara (quietly): But—it still 2s David, isn’t it, Valerie? 

VateriE (frowning a little, but quietly): No. 

Barpara: You're sure? 

VateriE: Yes. (Shakes her head in desperation) Oh, I don’t know, 
Barbara. He’s always so—so contented about everything. He had 
a steady job—he had me. He didn’t want anything else in the 
world—not even to put to a proper use the fine brain everybody 
knows he has. He let everybody walk over him—he didn’t mind 
how often he was passed over for promotion at the works. Never 
put out—never angry at anything or anybody—the best of friends 
even with the people who played him the dirtiest tricks. Oh, he 
made me so furious! He still does. 

Barnara: And don’t you see, Valerie—that proves he’s still part of you. 
If he weren’t you couldn’t feel that way any more. You’d be indiffer- 
ent—you just wouldn’t care. (Puts her hand on Va.erte’s shoulder) 
Val—won’t you stop fighting and give both David and your aunt a 
chance? Drop this—this barrier you’ve put up, just for a little while, 
and see how things work out. (VarertE 7s silent for some moments. 
Then she suddenly smiles and pats Barpara’s hand) _ 

VareriE: Thanks for wanting to help, Barbara. I believe you have, too. 
(Picks up magazine) 
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Barzara: You'll give it a try? (Vaverre smiles, nods) Good. I can see 
now how you feel about Aunt Ursula but, believe me, Val—it isn’t 
all a question of her wanting to manage you. She honestly does care 
about your happiness. That’s why she wanted to be sure, absolutely 
sure, about you and David. She thought if you could be together 
again for a time 

VateriE (sharply): Be together? (Barpara has caught her breath at the 
slip she has made. VavertE rises slowly) So! It wasn't just by 
chance that she took the cottage at the same time as Fishy did. 

Barara (desperately): Valerie, please 

VaerteE: She arranged it! Like she’s arranged everything else in my 
life! (Throws magazine viciously aside. Enter Aunt Ursuta by 
Door R.) Well, that’s the finish ! 

Aunt Ursuta: What’s the matter with you now? 

VALERIE (turns, faces AuNt Ursuta): You’re not satisfied with keeping 
my mother and father under your thumb because you hold the purse- 
strings—you’re not satisfied with managing my affairs ever since | 
was a child—you want to go on managing them for the rest of my 
life, don’t you? 

Aunt Ursuta: Don’t shout at me like that! 

Vaterie (worked up to fury): So you fixed it for David and me to be 
here together! What a fool I was not to think of that before! I 
always knew you were never happy unless you were bossing some- 
body around, but I didn’t know the half of it until now! 

Aunt Ursuta (in dangerous tones): Be careful what you're saying! 

VaLeriE: I know what I’m saying! And I’m telling you to keep out of 
my affairs! Do you hear me—keep out and stay out! 

Aunt Ursuta (now very angry, voice raised): That’s settled it! You've 
gone too far at last! Get upstairs to your bedroom! 

VatertE (dlazing): Didn’t you hear what I’ve been saying? (Fisuy enters 
by Door R., without hat and coat) You’ve ordered me around for 
the last time! (Goes quickly Ricur. Aunt Ursuta catches her arm 
and holds her) 

Aunt Ursuta: Not quite the last! But you’re right about one thing 
——this business has got to be settled once and for all. (Releases 
Vaterte’s arm) Now listen to me, my girl, and this time I mean it. 
Pll give you every chance to talk this thing out and try to explain 
pus behaviour towards me—otherwise you're going to hear a few 

ome truths from me that will let you know just what kind of a 
spoilt, ill‘mannered, snobbish brat you are! Now—do you want to 
have it out in front of these two or are you going upstairs to your 
room? (VaLERtE looks at her in suppressed anger for some moments 
then turns and, in silence, goes out by Door L. Aunt Ursuta is 
following) 


Barpara (catching her arm): Wait! Please don’t—she’s too strung- 
u 


Aunr Ursuta: P?'m strung-up, too, and I’m going to make the most of it! 
(Sweeps out by Door L.) 


Barpara (gravely): Not so good. 
Fisny: Oh, nothing to worry about 


Barzara (shakes her head, looking towards Door L.) This is one of those 


SUCH THINGS HAPPEN 49 


times when two people say the kind of things which can’t be for- 
ven. 

‘is Pe ene : Anything you can do? 

Barpara (going L.): I shouldn’t think so. But I suppose I’d better try. 
(Goes quickly out by Door L. Fisuy is about to follow, more slowly, 
when Brrtua enters by Door R. She is weeping and wailing loudly) 

FisHy : Now what’s the matter? 

BertHa: My ’Erbert! (Fisuy gives her his handkerchief) 

Fisoy: Well, what about him? 

BerTHA: ’E’s dead! 

FrsHy: No, no—he isn’t dead. 

Bertua: ’E is! You said ’e was—I ’eard you! 

Fisuy (desperately): Oh, gosh! (Fishing 1n pocket for coin) Here—for 
heaven’s sake stop crying and I’ll give you half a crown. 

Bertua (wailing): I don’t want ’alf a ccown—I want my ’Erbert! (Fisuy 
scratches his head, looks at the weeping Brertua then, with a gesture 
of helplessness, goes out by Door L. Berrua, who has not seen him 
go, continues wailing—) Poor ’Erbert! I’d ’ave given anythin’ to 
’ave told ’im about that plumber from Birmingham. Now, I shall 
’ave it on my conscience the rest of my days! (Turns to see why she 
gets no answer. Sees she is alone. Weeping, she turns to go towards 
Door R. There is a knock at Door C. She stops weeping. Knock 
ts repeated, a double bang on the door-knocker. She stops weeping, 
using Fisuy’s handkerchief. Slowly she goes to Door C. Opens 1t. 
She immediately falls back with a scream) Ghosts!! (Scatrers 
quickly slips in. Covers her mouth with his hand and silences her. 
He is pale and he is wearing a head bandage with dressing under- 
neath) 

Scatters (fiercely): Sssh! (Still keeping her mouth covered he looks back 
through doorway. Apparently satisfied that her cry has not been 
heard, he shuts door behind him. Then he releases her) Don’t you 
know your little "Erbert? 

Bertua: My ’Erbert’s dead! (Wailing) ' 

Scarrers (cheerfully): Not much he isn’t! (Offers his arm) ’Ere—pinch 
that. (She pinches his arm. He gives a yell of pain) There y’are— 
am I dead? 

BertHa: But they said you was dyin’ 

Scatrers : I know they did! ’Cos why? Inspector Farleigh wanted them 
crooks to think they’d got me out of the way—see? 

BertHa: And you're not dead or a ghost or anythin’? 


— Scatrers: ’Course I’m not. 


Bertua (throwing herself into his arms): Oh, ’Erbert! 

Scatrers (patting her affectionately): All right now? 

Bertua (with a dreamy sigh, head on his shoulder): Oh, yes, Erbert 

Scatrers (affectionately): That’s the girl. 

Bertua: And, ’Erbert 

ScatteErs: Yes. 

Bertua (coyly): I’ve got a confession to make. 

Scatrers: You ’ave? (She nods) What is it? 

BrertHA: Do you remember that plumber from Birmingham | said I was 
friendly with? 
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Scarrers: Yes, I remember. What about ’im? 

Bertua: Well, there isn’t any. 

Scatrers: What? 

Bertua: I just made ’im up, to make you jealous-like, ’Erbert. 

Scatters: Why, you little dodger! (Pinches her cheek affectionately. 
Suddenly becomes mysterious. Looks round and lowers his voice) 
Now, listen, Bertha—things is goin’ to ’appen to-night. (They 


separate) 
Bertua (in alarm): Oh, ’Erbert! 
Scatrers: Now, don’t you worry. . . . Who’s in the house? 


BertHa: Miss Meadows, Miss Merton, Mr. Fish and the old girl. 

Scatrers: What about Mr. Carter? 

Bertua: ’E ’asn’t come back from London yet. 

Scatters (nods): Now, look I’ve got to get out of ’ere 

Berrua (flinging her arms round his neck again): No, no—don’t leave 
me again! 

Scarrers: I’m not goin’ to leave you—you’ve got to hide me, that’s 
all. 

Berrua (in alarm): ’Erbert—you ’aven’t done anythin’ wron ? 

ScaTTErs (impatiently): There’s no time to tell you now. I’ve got to—— 
(Breaks off as there is a soft knock on Door C. Both look towards it. 
Silence. There is a soft, double knock. Scatrers gives a little nod 
and motions to BrrtHa) Sssh! (Opens door a few inches, looks out, 
then opens door wider. Far.EicH enters, wearing dark overcoat, 
collar turned up and dark felt hat. He glances swiftly round, his 
manner tense) 

Farveicu (in low tones): So you managed it? 

Scatrers: Yes. The car was waiting for me outside the hospital dead on 
time. 

FarieicH: Found out who’s in the house? 

Scatrers (nods): Yes. The two girls, the old ’un and Mr. Fynn. 

FarLeicH: He would be! Well, if he tries any more of his tricks to-night 
—(Raising his clenched fist)—I'\| let him have it! 

Scatters: Is everythin’ set? 

FarteicH: All fixed. I’ve got my men all round the house. ; 

Scatters: I didn’t see none of ’em. 

FarLeicH: You weren’t meantto. Now—youknowthesignal? (Scatrers | 
nods. FarteicH darts a look at Bertua) I suppose this girl’s to be | 
trusted? 

ScatrErs (nods): Don’t you worry. 

FarteicH: Right! Now, Collins is out there at the Cliff Edge; he'll 
signal to Harris and Harris ’ll give you the word. When you get it | 
—-not before, mind !—you give the signal and then sit tight. 

Scatters: Sit tight? Not blinkin’ likely! I’m goin’ to see the fun! 

FartetcH: Okay, but be careful not to get in the way when the fireworks 
start! Now—get busy! (Is about to open Door C. when he stops. 
Listens at door. Then, in a whisper—) Somebody coming! 

ScatTers (pointing to Door R., quickly): Through here—quick. You 
can get out of the house by the side door. (Fartercu swiftly and 
silently vanishes through Door R.) 

BertHa; ’Erbert—what’s it all mean? 
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ScaTTErs (whispering): Quiet! (Door C. opens. Davin enters, dressed 
for outdoors and carrying his brief-case. He is accompanied by Miss 
FEATHERSTONE, also dressed for outdoors) 

Miss FEATHERSTONE (talking as she enters): Such a coincidence to run 
into you, Mr. Carter. 

Davin: Isn’t it rather late for you to be out, Miss Featherstone? (Giving 
hat and brief-case to BERTHA) 

Miss FeatHERstone: Oh, but I do so like to pop along here in the even- 
ings (Suddenly sees Scarrers, who has stepped forward to help 
Davip off with his coat or burberry) You! (Staring at ScatTERs in 
horror) 

Scatrers (grinning cheerfully as he removes Davin’s coat): Yes, it’s me 
all right. 

Miss FraTHERSTOoNE: But—but I thought you were in the Cottage 
Hospital! (She has obviously suffered a shock) 

Scatrers: I was. But you can’t keep a good man down, you know. 
(Leading Berta to Door R., looks back, grinning cheekily. They 
take Davin’s things with them and go out by Door R.) 

Davin: Well, I’m glad to see old Scatters up and about again. From the 
hospital report right up to this morning I thought he was pretty badly 
hurt (Suddenly notices Miss FEATHERSTONE. She ts staring after 
SCATTERS in a very strange manner) Anything wrong, Miss Feather- 


stone? 
Miss FEATHERSTONE (pulling herself together with an obvious effort): Oh, 
no....No. (Assumes a smile and turns to him) And how did 


you enjoy your little trip to London? 

Davin: Well, I’m afraid I didn’t see much of it. I was busy the whole 
tume. 

Miss FEATHERSTONE (sitting): Such a wicked place, don’t you think? 
(Reverting to her normal talkative manner) | always say that, if you 
don’t feel perfectly depraved when you’re in London, there must be 
something wrong with you. (Tittering) Foolish of me, I know, but 
that’s how I always used to feel. I used to go to London quite a lot, 
but not now. (Her forced lightness has spent itself. She faces 
audience and, in a low voice—) Not now. (Barsara and Fisny 
enter by Door L.) 

Fisy: Hallo, old boy—I thought I heard you! (Dashes eagerly to 
Davin. Pulls up, seeing Miss FEATHERSTONE) Oh, hallo, Miss Feather- 
stone—excuse me. (Hurries on to Davip, demands eagerly—) Well? 

Davin: Hallo, Barbara. (With a wave of his pipe at her) 

Barzara (smiles her acknowledgment to Davin): Good evening, Miss 
Featherstone. I didn’t know you were here. 

Fisxy (almost hopping with impatience): Well, come on—talk ! 

Davin (amused): What about? 

Fisxy (in an impatient aside): He says “ What about?”! (To Davip—) 
The test—the invention! How did you come on? (He and Davin 
talk aside upstage) 

Miss FEATHERSTONE (fo Barsara): I’m making quite a habit of dropping 
in for my little evening chat with Miss Mannering, aren’t I, my dear? 
I do hope she isn’t out? 

Barsara: No. She’s in, but—well, she’s busy just now. With Valerie. 

D 
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Miss FratHerstone (sitting back): Oh, then perhaps I’ll wait, if I may. 
You’ve simply no idea how I’ve come to enjoy our cosy little chats 
together. I used to get just the teeniest bit lonely, sometimes, in my 
little cottage and since you’ve been here, my dear, it’s been perfectly 
delightful. 

Barsara (has sat, now regards her curiously): But until a few days ago 
you’ve done your best to persuade us all to go away from here. 

Miss FEATHERSTONE (greatly shocked): Oh, my dear—how can you say 
such a thing! 

Barsara: But, Miss Featherstone, surely you 

Miss FEATHERSTONE (quickly): Why, it’s been simply wonderful having 
neighbours once more. And such nice neighbours, too. 

Barsara: Something needs straightening out. (She is bewildered) You 
must agree that only last week you simply begged of us to leave the 
house before the twenty-third. 

Miss FeatHerstonE: Ah, yes. Perhaps I was a little unduly alarmed about 
those letters you got. But it’s the twenty-third now, and nothing’s 
happened. 

Barpara: The twenty-third isn’t over yet, you know. 

Miss FEATHERSTONE (smiles complacently): Nothing will happen now, my 
dear. 

Barzara: Are you sure about that? 

Miss FEATHERSTONE: Quite sure. 

Barsara (with a dubious glance at her): Well, let’s hope you're right. 
(Knock at Door C. Fisuy, breaks off conversation with Davin, opens 
door) 

Fisuy : Oh, hallo, Manders. Come in. (Enter Puiuip, dressed as one who 
has made a car journey) 

Puiuip (smiling pleasantly): "Evening, everybody. Hallo, Miss Feather- 
stone, you here? (To Davip—) I’ve just got back from Town. 
Were you there?—TI thought I saw you in Piccadilly, getting into a 
taxi with three prosperous-looking business-men. 

Davip (nods): Yes, that would be me, I expect. 

Puitip: Have a good time, or was it business? 

Davin: Oh, business—strictly business. 

Puitip: Me too. My father’s turning more and more of his work over 
to me. Awful bind. Why didn’t you let me know you were 
coming back to-night? We could have arranged it so that I could 
have given you a lift. 

Davip: I couldn’t be absolutely certain of finishing to-day. As a 
matter of fact, I haven’t properly cleared up. I should really have 
stayed over until to-morrow. But ... 

Pump: But you thought you’d better get back? (Davin nods.) Not 
still worrying about those letters of warning, are you? 

Davi: Aren’t you? (Puttie hesitates, then gives a slight nod.) They’re 
still not quite out of date yet. 

Barsara: Just what I’ve been saying, but Miss Featherstone seems to 
be pretty sure nothing will happen now. 

Pump: And I think she’s quite right. (Looks at watch.) It hasn’t got 
much longer to go before it’s midnight... . Where’s Val? 

Barpara: She’s upstairs, with Miss Mannering and I think they'll be 
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some time. If you’d rather not wait, perhaps she could call you on 


the ’phone 

Puiuip: That’s all right—I’m in no hurry. (Turns to Fisty, BaRBara 
making a gesture of helplessness) How’s Scatters getting on? He 
was pretty bad the day before I went away. 

Miss FEaTHERsToNE: He’s perfectly all right now. 

Puiwip (turning): Really? 

Miss FEATHERSTONE oedty: I can vouch for it myself—I’ve just seen him. 
His head’s still bandaged but otherwise there’s nothing the matter 
with him. A miraculous recovery, I call it. 

Puitip: Well, that’s fine. I’m glad the fellow’s better, even though 
(He is interrupted by the sudden entrance of Vaterte by Door L. 
She goes upstage and, her back turned, rests the back of her knuckles 
against her forehead. Everyone senses the tension) 

Puitip: Anything the matter, Valerie? 

VALERIE (turns, speaks quietly): Oh. It’s you, Philip. (Comes a litile 
wearily downstage) No, nothing’s the matter. Just the—(AuntT 
Ursuta enters by Door L. Vaterte glances at her)—just the end of 
a chapter, that’s all. 

Purr: Miss Mannering—I don’t know whether I’m concerned in this, 
but if there’s anything you’d like me to explain 

Aunt Ursuta (sitting): There isn’t, young man, and you’re not con- 
cerned! (To Miss FeatHERstoNE—) Good evening to you. 

VaterreE: Take me away from here, Philip. (Moves to where her coat, 
hat and handbag are lying adjacent) 

Purp: Valerie—where? ; 

VateriE: Anywhere, only take me away—now. (Picking up hat, 
etc.) 

Aunt Ursuta (with a stern look at Puiuir): Don’t you dare take her 
through that door! (There is dead silence. All eyes on Putte. For a 
moment, he hesitates. Locks at Vaertt, then abruptly holds out one 
hand to her, opening Door C. with the other. She approaches and he 
takes her by the arm. Without a backward glance, carrying her hat, 
coat and handbag, VaLERiE goes out by Door C. and Orr R., followed 
by Putte. There is a brief silence, then—) 

Fisuy: Well, she’s gone. 

Davin (facing Aunt Ursuta): What have you been saying to her? 
(Speaks quietly, face grave) 

Aunt Ursuta: What you'd have said long ago, if you’d had any sense! 
(Door C. opens. Farieicn is seen, looking Orr R. as though at 
Varerte and Puturr. He enters, shutting door behind him and stands 
with his back to it) 

Aunt Ursuta: What do you want? 

FartercH: Plenty. (Brief silence, while he looks round. Tosses his hat 
aside) 1 don’t know whether you people have realized it, but to-day is 
the twenty-third—(To Aunt Ursura)—the date given in those letters 
of warning which were sent to you. 

Aunt Ursuta: What’s it got to do with you? 

Far.eicH: This—that from now on everybody here will be good enough 
to put themselves at my disposal! I give you my word that every 
precaution will be taken for your safety. 
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Davin (nodding briefly): That’s all right with me. 

FisHy: Me too. 

Farte1cH : Now—I want to ask you all to sit tight. No one attempt to 
leave the room and don’t get scared, whatever happens. 

Fisuy: Yes, but what és going to happen? 

Far.eicu (looking at wrist-watch): You'll know soon enough. 

Davip: Look here, Farleigh—if there’s going to be any danger, what 
about the ladies? 

Fareicu (eyes still on watch): The ladies will be safe enough. Every- 
body will be all right so long as you obey my orders. If it’s any 
satisfaction to you, my men are all round the house. (Without look- 
ing up—) Mr. Carter, open up those window-curtains. (Davip 
draws curtains back, stands aside) Right. ... Now, stand by! 
(SuppEN Bracxout. There is no illumination whatever in the room, 
footlights and all others being extinguished) 

Miss FEATHERSTONE (in alarm): Oh! 

Fisuy: Must be a main fuse gone. 

Davip: Farleigh! Farleigh, are you there? 

Fisuy: Look out—I’ll strike a light 

Fareicu (quickly): If you do, it’ll be the last you'll strike for a long 
time! (The others, all together, begin talking 1n their characters. 
FarteicH shouts—) Will everybody keep quiet? (There 1s 1m- 
mediate silence. This should be prolonged until a high pitch of 
tension has been worked up. At last—) 

Barzara (in a nervous whisper): Oh, this is awful ! 

Miss FEATHERSTONE (not loudly but passionately): | must get out of here 
—TI must 

Far.eicH: Don’t move out of that chair! (Again there is silence. Then, 
very faintly, as from a distance, there is a low-pitched, long-drawn- 
out whistle. Att Licuts Come Up. Far eicH is standing with his 
back to Door C. Gives a quick glance round. The tension is broken 
and the following three speeches are gabbled out all together—) 

FisHy: Look here, why don’t you tell us what this is all about 

Davip: I suppose you know what you’re doing, Farleigh, but I think 
we've a right to—— 

Aunt Ursuta: I don’t care whether you’re a police inspector or not 

FarveicH (shouting above the din): Quiet! Be quiet! 

Aunt Ursura: There’d better be a very good reason for all this, or I’ll 
have the coat off your back! Now, who put those lights out? 

Far.ercH: Scatters did—from the main switch. 

Davip: What the devil for? 

FarvercH: Because he had orders to—from me! (Points Orr L.) There’s 
a vessel lying off, out there, and if my theory’s right some of its crew 
put out a boat a little while ago, and came ashore. (Deliberately—) 
Those men are down there now—and do you know what they were 
doing until a couple of minutes ago? They were waiting for a signal. 

Davi (quickly understanding): And these lights were the signal? (Far- 
LEIGH nods) 

Fisuy (eagerly): You mean it’s something to do with the mystery—some- 
thing’s going to happen? 

Far eicH (grimly): Plenty’s going to happen! 
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Fisuy (almost jumping about with excitement): Fine—I’ll help! 

Far.eicH (turning angrily on him quickly): You'll do nothing of the sort! 

Fisuy (enthusiastically): Yes, I will! For years ’'ve wanted to be in on 
something like this—why, it’s better than a gangster film 

FarLeIcuH (roaring at him): You won't be in on this!’ You’ve done about 
enough damage already ! 

Fisny (fierce gestures with fists): But I’m bursting for a scrap! Just give 
me the word, and 

Far.eicH: If you try to shove your nose into this—by heaven, I’ll have 
you handcuffed! (Fisuy subsides, very suddenly) 

=o era on, Farleigh. We're due for a little explanation. What is 
all this: 

FareicH: It’s a very serious case, Mr. Carter. One that’s been going on 
for some time, and one that I’ve been working at—off and on, of 
course—since the murder of Joseph Hood. First, let me apologize for 
splitting your head open the first day you came. 

Davin (in blank amazement): You! 

FartercH: Yes, I was the dirty-looking hoodlum who was hanging about 
the place that day. ’Fraid I had to go in for detective-novel stuff and 
use disguise—we do have to, sometimes, you know. 

Davip: But why—what was the idea? 

FarieicH: Well, I’d had word that strangers had come to stay at this 
house, and I had to get down from Scotland Yard as fast as I knew 
how. Well 

Davin: Just a minute—who gave you word about us being here? 

FarteicH: A man who’s been very useful to us ever since the Joseph 
Hood murder. (Brief pause) Scatters. 

Fisuy and Davip (All What? 

Aunt Ursuta and BARBARA oan Scatters? 

FarLEIGH (nods): Yes. He put a ’phone call through to the Yard that 
he’d seen a servant at the cottage, and I came down right away. You 
arrived next day and I didn’t know anything about you then. You 
might have been the gang I was after, for all I knew. 

Aunt Ursuta: Well! I don’t know about some of the others—but I’m 
quite sure I don’t look like a gang! 

Faretcu (to Davip): So, you see, that’s why, when you spotted me and 
came after me, I had to get away from you. Sorry about your head, 
sir. 

Fisuy (impatiently): Never mind his head—what about this mystery? 

Farre1cH: Well, I had enquiries made, and I soon found all of you were 
all right. The next thing was that you started getting those letters of 
warning. 

Davip: Yes. And you wouldn’t happen to know who might have been 
sending them, I suppose. 

FarteicH: I might. (Looks at Davin in brief silence. Then, deliber- 
ately—) They were sent by someone who is connected with the man 
behind all this, someone who knew quite a lot about the Joseph Hood 
murder, and who very badly wanted to get you out of this house. 
(Turns. Points his finger at Miss Featnerstone) Miss Featherstone! 

Miss FEATHERSTONE (starting up, screams): Oh! (Covers her face in her 


hands. All eyes on her. Dead silence. Eventually—) 
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Aunt Ursura (quietly): Is this true? (There is no reply from Miss 
Featuerstone. She still covers her face in her hands and stands 
motionless) Did you send those letters? (Again no reply for some 
time. At last Miss FeatHERstone drops her hands. When she speaks 
she is strangely calm) 

Miss FEATHERSTONE (in a low voice, not looking at anybody): Vl tell you 
everything. (Barpara crosses to her and puts her gently into char. 
Stands behind her. Muss FEATHERSTONE looks at FarteriGH) Do you 
know who is is 

Farteicu (nods before she finishes): Yes. I know who’s behind all this. 

Miss FEATHERSTONE (gazing before her): It all started about three years 
ago, soon after Mr. Denham, the old owner of this house, died. My 
cottage is down the Cliff Edge road, as you know, and one night I 
happened to look out of my bedroom window and I thought I saw a 
light coming from this room. 

FartercH: This was when the house was supposed to be shut up? 

Miss FEATHERSTONE: Yes. . . . I was curious. (With a pathetic attempt 
at faint humour—) When you've lived by yourself for so many 
years, there’s nothing much left in life but to be curious. . . . I left 
my cottage and came over to see what caused the light. I heard 
noises down there—(Pointing Orr L.)—sounds of men’s voices, I 
thought, and then. . . . I saw them. They came up the cliff steps 
and they were carrying cases. Wooden cases. I heard the men talk- 
ing as they came towards the house, and I knew what it was I had 
stumbled on to. 

FARLEIGH: Go on. 

Miss FEATHERSTONE: I tried to get away but one of them saw me. They 
caught me and brought me in here. They hadn’t got to the stage of 
murder then, so they didn’t kill me. One of them seemed to think I 
might even be of some use to them, and they bargained with me. I 
was desperately poor at the time and, like a fool, I accepted money 
from them. After that (With a gesture of helplessness, she 
breaks off) 

FarLeicH: They blackmailed you into keeping quiet about their activities 
and, later on, about the murder of Joseph Hood. 

Miss FEaTHERsToNE: Yes. (Starting up and crying wildly) I tried to 
prevent that, Inspector! You must believe me! I 

Far.eicH: You sent him letters, telling him to clear out of the house? 

Miss FEATHERSTONE (calming down): Yes. (Barpara gently puts her into 
chair and soothes her) 1 knew the date when they were coming and 
I tried every way I could think of to get Mr. Hood out of the house, 
but he wouldn’t go. The—the gang couldn’t wait any longer. They 
came, and .. . Joseph Hood was killed. (Buries her face in her 
hands again) 

FarteicH: They needed this house because it’s the only place on the cliff 
top from where they can see a signal? (Miss FEATHERSTONE nods) 

Fisuy: But look here—I still don’t understand—— 

FarteicH: That’s just too bad! (Suddenly looks round as a police-whistle 
is heard very faintly Orr R. It is immediately answered by another 
Orr L.) Here we go. (Door C. bursts open and Scatrers enters 
from Orr L.) 
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Scatrers (breathless but shouting in triumph): We've got ’em, Inspector ! 
Nabbed ’em as soon as they came up the cliff steps and shoved their 
faces over the top! 

FarLeicH: Sure you've got the lot? 

Scatrers: Every man jack—and you never saw a dirtier lot of crooks in 
your lite! 

FarLe1iGH: What about the cases? 

ScarTers: Twenty boxes filled with crystallized fruits. We emptied one 
of ’em, and (Nods) There was a tin o’ the stuff inside, all right. 

FarLe1cH: Good. Nice work, Scatters. 

Davip: Farleigh—for heaven’s sake, man—explain! Who are all these 
men you’ve caught? 

Fisny: And what are the cases you keep on talking about? What’s in 
them, anyway—dynamite? 

Farvetcu (shakes head, gravely): Something a thousand times more 
deadly than dynamite. Dope. 

Aunt Ursuta and Davip (All { What? 

Barsara and FisHy } together) Dope? 

FarLeicH: Opium and heroin. And these men are the worst gang of 
dope-runners we’ve had in this country for fifteen years. 

Davip: Do you mean to stand there and tell us that a crack dope-running 
gang is operating from a cock-eyed little village like this? 

FartetcH: I do. For the simple reason that the man behind them is 
(Suddenly Door C. opens and Vaterie enters from Orr R., followed 
by Purp. She has put on her coat but still carries hat. She comes 
quickly downstage to Far.eicu, in silence. PuiLip comes a few paces 
into the room) 

VateriE: What does this mean? (Furiously to Aunt Ursuta—) I suppose 
this is your work! (To FartricH—) We were stopped outside 
the grounds by a policeman, who refused us permission to go any 
farther. 

Far.eicH: I knew you would be. (Turns and faces Pump, who is level 
with him, but Centre Upstace and completely unmasked) It was 
you who attacked Scatters in the garden the other night, wasn’t it? 
He ran into you in the dark and you lashed out at him with the butt 
of your pistol. (Dead silence) 

Purp (in ugly tones): Have you any proof of that? 

Far.eicH (shakes his head): 1 don’t need it. Philip Manders, I have a 
warrant for your arrest on a charge of being concerned with others 
in the unlawful importation of dangerous drugs into this country. 
(A few incredulous murmurs from the others, then dead silence. 
Then—) I have to warn you that anything you say may be taken 
down and used as evidence. (Silence, Puriip and Far.ricu watching 
each other. Then Farvetcu takes a step forward) Shall we go? 

Puiiie (whipping small automatic from under left breast of jacket): Get 
back! (Davin takes a step forward) You too! (Glares from one to 
the other, watching them closely, takes the few steps backward 
necessary to get him through the doorway of Door C., then, like a 
flash, darts Orr R.) 

VaveriE: Philip! (Runs after him. Orr R. her voice is heard scream- 


ing—) Philip! 
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Scatrers: After him—quick! (Runs Orr R. Fartercu gets in doorway, 
facing Orr R. Blows a sudden blast on police-whistle) 

FarteicH (shouting, facing to Orr R.): Harris! Collins! There he goes! 
Quick—take him at the front gate! (Watches a moment, then comes 
into room) The fool! He might have known he couldn’t get 
far. 

Fisny (dazedly passing a hand over his brow): This can’t be real—I’m 
going crazy! 

Far.eicn (grimly): It’s real enough. (Eyes on Miss FEATHERSTONE) 

Miss Fratuerstone (breaking down): Thank Heaven it’s off my mind! 
(Barsara comforts her) 

Aunt Ursuta: I don’t believe it! I just flatly refuse to believe it! Philip 
Manders, son of 

FaréicH: Son of an M.P. and magistrate, heir to an estate and all the rest 
of it? Yes, I know. . . . When he came down from his University, 
he started to hit the high spots. Gambling and drinking and all the 
rest of it. He became desperate for money. He fell in with this gang 
—and he was the one who arranged for the dope to be landed here. 

Davin: But why? Why here? 

FareicH: Can you think of a better place? Quietest part of the coast— 
the only part for miles where they can land, out of the way of our 
Customs and Excise people. 

Miss FeatHErstonE: I—I don’t understand why they came to-night. I 
tried to get these people to leave by sending those letters, but when 
they wouldn’t go Philip Manders sent off a message to the gang, 
warning them not to come. 

Far.EIGH (nods): That message was stopped by the Post Office people 
on my instructions and it gave me the evidence on which I got my 
warrant. The only slip Manders has made ever since we’ve had him 
under observation. (Scatrers enters by Door C. from Orr R.) 

ScatTers: We got him, sir. 

Farteicu (nods): Where is he? 

ScatTers: They put him in your car. 

FarteicH: Right. And that’s the end of Philip Manders for quite a long 
time. (Turns to Miss FEATHERSTONE) Now, Miss Featherstone 

Miss FEATHERSTONE (rising): I’m ready, Inspector. (Turns to Barpara) 
Thank you, my dear. You've been very kind. (Turns to Aunt 
Ursuta) Thank you for letting me come and visit you. I’ve enjoyed 
our short acquaintance . . . you don’t know how much. (Looks 
round at each of them, with a wistful, pathetic smile) 1 hope you 
won’t think too badly of me. (Turns. Goes out by Door C. and 
Orr R.) 

Barpara (quickly, as Farteicn ts following): Do what you can for her, 
Inspector—won’t you? 

Far.eicH: She'll be all right, Miss. We can do a lot for her—blackmail 
and so on, but we'll have to take her for her evidence. (To the com- 
pany—) Well, good night, everybody. You'll be hearing from me 
later. (Quickly goes Orr R., leaving Door C, open, important. The 
tension is broken. The following speeches are almost simultaneous) 

Fisny: I knew it! I knew there was a mystery—didn’t I say so all 
along 
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Davip: Well, at least it’s put an end to all the rumours about this 
house 

Barzara: I can still scarcely believe it—about Philip Manders, I mean. 

Aunt Ursuta: I knew the man was a villain as soon as I saw him! And 
now we'll see what that little idiot thinks of her precious young man ! 
(There is a sudden silence. They look at each other) 

Davin (in a low voice): Where is Valerie? 

Barsara (looking at him, anxiously): She went after Philip Manders, 
didn’t she? (Davin turns, hurrying towards Door C. He stops as 
VALERIE is Seen in doorway, having come from Orr R. She is un- 
masked and walks very slowly into the room without hat or handbag. 
oe is immediately silent except FisHy, who has not seen 

er 

Fisuy (excitedly chattering): Dope-running, by gosh! That'll make a 
splash in the papers 

Aunt Ursuta: Shut up! (Fisuy follows her gaze. Sees she and the 
others are looking upstage at Vauerte. She stands still, CENTRE- 
Stack, staring before her. Her face is expressionless. Picture for a 
moment. Then Aunt Ursuta rises, silently beckons to Barbara and 
crosses LEFT. Also motions to FisHy. The three go quickly and 
silently out by Door L., whilst Scatters goes by Door R. Picture for 
some moments, VateriE as before, Davip looking at her. Then 
VaeriE breaks into a quict laugh. It grows louder) 

Davin (taking a step towards her): Valerie 

VaLERiE (now laughing wildly): Philip Manders, son of the squire, heir to 
an estate, a gentleman 

Davip: Valerie! Wal—don’t 

VaLeRiE (laughing hysterically): Aunt Ursula said I was getting my talons 
into him! Getting my talons into a criminal! 

Davin: Don’t take it like that 

Vauerie (shouting wildly): And she was right, David! ... She was 
right! (Throws back her head, laughing and crying bitterly. Grows 
louder until she ts clearly hysterical, Davy watching her. Then he 
quickly slaps her across the cheek. VavertE stops, her hysteria suddenly 
checked. Stares at him in a wondering manner, then seems to 
crumple in his arms. He puts her into a chair, somewhere CENTRE- 
Stace and facing audience. Vaverie puts her arms on the table, if 
there is one before her, otherwise on to arm of easy-chair, and sobs 
uncontrollably) 

Davin (genély): I’m sorry, Val. I had to do it. (Gradually her weeping 
stops. At last—) 

VatertE (in a low voice, not looking at him): 1 feel so humiliated—so 
small and chea 

Davip: You mustn’t. Why should you? (He is very gentle with her in 
this scene) 

Vaterte: I’m no good, David. (Bitterly, staring before her) No good to 
anybody. 

Davip: Don’t say things like that, Val. Don’t—ever. (She looks at his 
anxious face above her. Smiles a little) 

VateriE: It’s all right, David. It only needed something like this... . 
I’m cured. Funny—I can look back on things in such a detached 


\ 


60 SUCH THINGS HAPPEN 


way that they seem to concern somebody else, not me at all. . . . 
Davin: I’d have done anything for you to have been spared this. 
Vaterie (turns her head. Looks at him): I know you would, David. 

You’ve been a darling—always. (Rises. Goes towards table) You 

deserve somebody nice, David—not my type. When she comes 

along, I’ll be glad to tell her how lucky she is. (Opening ctgarette- 
box) And I mean that. 

Davip: I don’t want her to come along. I want you. (VALERIE takes 
cigarette, turns quickly and looks at him almost eagerly. Then she 
turns away again, tapping cigarette on box) 

VaertE: After the way I’ve treated you? (Slight shake of her head) 
No, you don’t, David. You’re only trying to help me over a bad few 
minutes. It’s sweet of you, but really there’s no need. . . . I'll be all 
right. (Is taking match from box. Davin strides over to her and 
turns her round quickly, by her shoulders) 

Davip: Val. (She does not look up but at cigarette, which she taps on her 
nail) I’m asking if we can’t start all over again. . . . Won’t you do 
it? (VaLeEriE looks up at him wonderingly for a moment. Then he 
kisses her) 

VALERIE (with a little smile): Oh, David. (Buries her face on his shoulder. 
In silence he comforts her. Presently, he puts a hand under her chin 
and tilts up her face) 

Davin: All right now? (She nods, smiles. Takes his handkerchief from 
his breast-pocket and goes upstage) 

VALERIE: I must look simply awful. (Both now relaxed) 

Davin (grinning): Not to me. (Watches her back a moment) Val? 

VALERIE (not turning): Mm? 

Davin: Do you really think you’ll be happy with me? (VaLERIE turns) 

VaLeRIE: It’s never been anybody else but you, David. The queer part 
about it is . . . I knew it all along and I think it was fighting against 
that knowledge inside me that did all the damage. (Looks up at him. 
Smiles) It'll be wonderful not having to fight any more, David. 
(Davin takes her in his arms) 

Davip (smiles at her): I knew I did the right thing to-day when I 
wouldn’t let the Universal Airlines change the name of the V.M. 
Valve. (VaLErtE looks up at him quickly. He nods) They’re taking 
it up. Production starts next month and you’re now looking at the 
man who'll be in charge of it. 

VaueriE (in delight): Oh, my dear! (Throws her arms round his neck 
and they kiss. Enter Barsara and Fisuy by Door L.) 

FisHy (to Barpara, indicating the kissing pair): That’s the stuff I was 
telling you about! (Takes Barsara and they kiss. Enter Aunt 
Ursuta by Door L.) 

Aunt Ursuta (seeing Davip and VatertE): Oh! So you’ve come to your 
senses at last, have you! (They smile at her as she sits in her favourite 
chair) About time, too! And now, perhaps we can (Suddenly 
sees Barpara and Fisny) What do you think you two are doing? 

FisHy (grins, not releasing Barpara): As if you didn’t know! 

Aunt Ursura: It’s a conspiracy! I come here for a quiet, peaceful 
holiday, and what do I get? Anonymous letters, faces at the window, 
dope-gangs and policemen—and now people falling in love with each 
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other right and left! (Scarrers and Berrua have entered by Door 
R., their clasped hands, gently swinging, like shy lovers. They walk 
slowly, each gazing adoringly into the other's eyes and wearing a 
blissful smile. Aunr Ursuta does not see them. To Barpara—) 
Pack my things—I’m getting out of this before anything else 
happens! Why, the next thing—they’ll be telling me that Bertha 
(Suddenly stops as she sees Bertua and Scatters who are walking 
across the room, oblivious of everybody. For a few moments she 
glares at them speechlessly. Then—) That’s all it needed! (Sits. 
Speaks in a fierce voice, to BARBARA—) Don’t pack my things! 
We’re staying here! (Settles herself in her chair. Adjusts cushions) 
We'll see what happens next! 


CURTAIN 


THE END 


FURNISHING AND PROPERTIES 


ACT I. ScEne 1 


Two suitcases for Davin. 

Orr R., two more suitcases for Davin. 

Framed photograph of Varerte in one of Davin’s cases. 
Two cases for BARBARA. 

Orr R., another case for BARBARA. 

Orr R., a case for Aunt Ursuta. 

Orr R., several cases and hatboxes for FisHy and Barsara. 


ACT I. Scene 2 
Shopping-bag, filled with groceries, for BERTHA. 
Glass and siphon on small table upstage. 
Cigarette-case and matches for Putiip. 
Orr R., cups, saucers, tea-pot on wagon or tray, for BERTHA. 
Orr R., a second tray of cups and saucers for BERTHA. 
Letter in sealed envelope for ScaTrers. 


ACT II. Scene r 

Flowers in vases. 
Spade, hedge-clippers, etc., for ScaTTERs, 
Tray of dirty breakfast-dishes for BERTHA. 
Newspaper and pipe for Davin. 
Plaster on Davip’s head. 
Plaster, cotton-wool, scissors in table-drawer. 
Hank of wool and knitting-bag for Aunt Ursuta. 
Tennis-shoes for VALERIE. 
Tennis-racquet upstage somewhere for VALERIE. 
Filled tennis-bag for Putte. 
Letter in sealed envelope for Fisxy. 
Dustpan, handbrush for BerTHa. 
Orr R., flowers for Barzara. Also large knitting-needles. 
Tape-measure in table-drawer. 
Coloured warrant-card for FARLEIGH. 
Letter in drawer, no envelope. 
Orr R., large dust-sheet for ScaTrers. 
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ACT II. Scene 2 


Card-table (folding) with cards laid out. 

About seven letters (no envelopes) on card-table. 

Orr L., tray for Berrua. 

Stuffed sock for Fisry, 

Brief-case for Davin, papers inside. (Or attaché-case) 
Orr R., trays, cups, saucers and coffee-pot, for BerTHa. 


ACT II 


Magazines or newspapers for VALERIE, BarBarA, AUNT Ursuta. 
Key for Fisxy. 

Handkerchief in FisHy’s sleeve. 

Brief-case for Davip. (Or attaché-case) 

Handkerchief in Davin’s breast-pocket. 

Vaterie’s handbag, hat, coat on chair upstage. 

Small automatic for Puiu. 

Police-whistle for FarLEIGH. 

Cigarette-box on table. 


Knocker on outside of Door C. 
Bell-push in left wall, near fireplace. 
Light-switch in back wall. 

A ground plan of the setting is given but only the essential furnishings 
are shown and the scene may be set as simply or elaborately as desired. 

In the centre of the back wall is the main doorway (Door C.), opening 
inwards into room, with the hinge on the left. Also in back wall, just to 
the right of Door C. is a wide window, preferably with old-fashioned 
leaded panes (easily contrived by black-tapes crossed in diamond-shaped 
pattern). Round this are short chintz curtains and frill above. 

Beyond back wall is sky backing and, if desired, trees or hedge. It is 
recommended that the sky back-cloth be a simple one. 

There should be a number of lights in the room, lit for the evening 
scenes (Act II, Scene 2 and Acr III) and unlit for the daylight scenes. 
If these cannot be conveniently set in the walls there should be a standard- 
lamp and one or two electric table-lamps, the other lighting coming from 
top, sides and footlights. 
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In the daylight scenes (Acr I, Scenes 1 and 2 and also Acr II, Scene 1) 
there should be strong whites and ambers thrown up against sky-cloth. 
In the evening scenes, blues should be thrown up outside the room. 

R. means right, when facing audience. 

L. means left, when facing audience. 

C. means Centre. 

Upstage is that part of the room nearest back wall. 

Entrances and exits Orr R. and Orr L. mean along garden path 
between back wall and sky-cloth, entering or leaving by Door C. in back 
wall. 


Far.eicu’s warrant-card is exactly like a driving-licence, though with- 
out any middle pages, of similar size and opening wallet-fashion. The 
back of it is black or dark blue, inside it is white, or pale green with 
writing on. 


The blood on the foreheads of Davip and Scatrers will not be con- 
vincing if done with flat grease-paint. A dark carmine should be melted 
down and mixed with glycerine or, failing that, with white vaseline. 
The mixture should be applied fairly thickly so that it will be caught 
by the lights, and in a way that looks as though the blood were streaming 
down the forehead in several rivulets. 

The old stand-by of tomato ketchup, or even jam, is still an effective 


way of “doing” blood. 


NOTES TO THE PRODUCER 


The piece should be presented as a play of character and it will be 
seen that each personality is capable of being made interesting and 
vivid. There is not one negative type and each part gives opportunity 
for a sound character-study. The comedy situations—FisHy and 
ScaTTERs, BertrHa and Scatrers, etc., should be allowed to arise 
entirely from the situations and not, in any circumstances by drag- 
ging in additional “comic business”, while the comedy lines—Fisny, 
Berta, Scatrers and Aunr Ursuta (and, on a different plane, a few 
outspoken comments by VAterre) should be strictly governed by the 
impact of one character on another. 

Thus, Fisny, whilst feather-brained, is in deadly earnest about his 
“sleuthing” and in those scenes with Scatrers he must play that way. At 
other times he is affable and genial to all, overawed by Aunr Ursuta and, 
from the outset, clearly attracted by Barsara. Barsara is a thoroughly 
nice girl who treats him with amused tolerance; she must put more into 
her part than the lines seem to give her. Her playing must show that she 
is not a negative type; plenty of smiles and friendliness to all, but with a 
quiet efficiency which shows that she knows how to handle her fierce 
mistress. She is deeply understanding of Vaterte’s problem. 

Aunt Ursuta is explained fully by her lines. She is dignified, out- 
spoken and austere, always mistress of the situation and only occasionally 
allowing a glimpse of the soft spot in her armour of fierceness. She 
would rule any household she happened to be in. 

Bertua is a Cockney (or provincial) “ general”’ of the nervous, plaintive 
type and Scarrers is the village ne’er-do-well whose cheerful perkiness 
even Aunt Ursuta cannot subdue. Together they provide the “below- 
stairs” comedy. It is hoped that the Producer will see to it that BERTHA 
screams effectively at the passages indicated but, at the end of Acr II, 
she should try to “kill” an audience-laugh. For this reason it might 
be better to have her line ‘‘ He’s dead” done in a stunned half-whisper 
instead of a scream, depending upon the actress’ ability to “hold” the 
audience. Experiment for this. 

The Producer should try to cause the audience to suspect Scatrers. For 
example: (a) At his Acr I entrance, he may stop at window and look 
keenly in, then resuming his whistling. (6) FartercH says he knows 
ScatTeErs; let this be significant. (¢) When Fisxy is watching Barsara put 
the plaster on Davin’s head; let Scatrers be very anxious for information 
about the police. (d) In Acr II, Scene 2, when Fisxy asks him why he is 
hanging about the place, let Scarrers’ manner be shifty. Similarly at 
other points he should convey the impression that he is more than just a 
gardener. His dramatic re-entrance at the doorway in Acr II and his 
crashing forward should be taken very slowly, in complete silence on 
everybody’s part, and should form a dramatic “curtain.” 

Miss FeatHErsTone is the familiar village spinster of the genteel and 
twittering kind until the Acr III “show-down” when, after the initial 
shock, she accepts the situation with a kind of fatalistic courage. Far- 
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LEIGH is keen-faced, curt of speech and swift of action and his manner, 
though not overbearing, should show a quiet sense of authority. Do please 
take care that he cannot be recognized on his “disguised”’ entrances. _ 

So much for the mystery element. As with all mystery pieces it 1s 
important that the explanations should be got over as quickly as possible. 
After FarLeicH has made his final exposure, the company should not settle 
down to a long, tedious “clearing-up”’ scene. Cues should be taken 
quickly, the various questions asked swiftly and FartercH should rather 
appear to be anxious to be away with his captives, his replies, therefore, 
being as concise and “‘snappy”’ as possible. 

Now for the main “love-interest.” Davin has resigned himself to 
having lost Vaverte but nothing has changed his feelings for her, neither 
has he the slightest malice towards Puitrr. (Puutip, by the way, is never 
the “villain of the piece” until his exposure; until then he is charming 
and friendly to all.) The playing of Vaverze is important. Everything 
about her—dress, make-up, self-assurance—shows that she has quite a 
high opinion of herself, but she must not be pert, rude and intolerant on 
all occasions, or the audience will be led to feel exactly the same way 
about her as Aunr Ursuta does. She shows these faults without stint in 
her passages with her aunt, rather less so towards Davin, generally friend- 
liness towards Barpara and openly charming with Purr. She must 
pave the way for her final “ making-up ” scene with Davin by letting us 
see that (except for her aunt’s effect on her) she is, in reality, a nice girl, 
otherwise this last scene would appear as though she were simply making 
it up with Davin because he is now a man with a future. 

The final scene between Vaerie and Davin will need some care. 
We have already had a “climax” with Pxitip’s exposure; this comes as an 
overpowering shock to Vaterre and her brain is, for a time, numbed. 
Then reaction sets in and she becomes wildly hysterical. If she is not of 
the type to work up to such a high pitch, leaving no doubt in the 
spectators’ minds that it zs hysteria, then it would be better to omit the 
slapping of her face (to cure her, of course) by Davin, rather than risk a 
very unfortunate misunderstanding on the part of the audience. 

Page 7. Aunt Ursuta must open Door C. before calling back to 
Barwara; if necessary, she should hold the door wide open herself, so 
that she is not masked by it. 

Page 10. FartrrcH should not “lurk” or crouch, on his entrance. 
If the lighting is too direct to leave his face in shadow, it would be 
better for him to enter with his back to the audience and looking over 
his left shoulder to Orr R., as though guarding against being observed 
from that direction. Then he glances briefly into the room, still over 
his left shoulder, pulls his hat a little lower over his eyes, and goes L. 
His manner should be that of a man who does not wish to be observed 
but who, if he were, would have a reasonable explanation to offer of 
his presence. 

Page 20. When Davin sees Fartercu at the window he should not 
make a wild scramble for the door, although he does, of course, go 
quickly to it. 

The cut should be put on Davin’s forehead on the side which will be 
facing audience when Fisuy and Puiu take him to a seat. If they are 
to sit him on armchair L., then the cut should be on the left side of his 
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forehead, but if he is going to be put on the settee or a chair at R., then 
the cut should be on the right side of his forehead. 

Page 25. At her entrance, VALERIE may prefer to wear, instead of a 
dressing-gown, a light summer coat over her shoulders, without her 
arms in the sleeves. 

Scene at foot of Page 25 and half-way down Page 26: the stage- 
directions shown are on the basis of Aunr Ursuta being a tallish, com- 
manding woman who could quite clearly master VaLErtE. VALERIE’s 
mood is then challenging and grim; she is in earnest in forcing a ‘‘ show- 
down”. If, however, the casting is not on these lines (for instance, if 
Vaverié is clearly bigger and stronger than Aunr Ursuta) it would 
probably be much better for her to play this scene in a different mood 
altogether. She should play in a lighter, slightly mocking key so that 
the direction (Grimly—) at Line 2 and Line 10, Page 26 would be 
(Banteringly—). Even played this way, however, she should keep 
enough undercurrent of challenge in her mood to avoid contradicting 
her Line 19 on Page 47. 

At end of Acr II, Scene 1, where Miss FEATHERSTONE appears outside 
Door C, and is enveloped in the sheet, she must come on to stage from 
Orr L., not Orr R., or she would be recognized as she passed window. 

For the same reason, towards end of Acr II, Scenz 2, FarLercuH also 
comes on from Orr L. 

At end of Acr II, Scene 2, when Scarrers is seen in doorway he has 
entered from Orr R., but should crouch down so that he is not seen to 
pass window. (The assumption would be that he has dragged himself 
along the ground after being attacked at front of house and crawled to 
Door C.) 

The intervals between 

Scene 1 and Scene 2 in the first Act, and 
Scene 1 and Scene 2 in the second Act 
should be short and the house-lights should not be raised during these 
periods, although there may be some quiet music, footlights left on, if 
desired. 
WILFRED Massey. 
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OTHER PLAYS BY WILFRED MASSEY 


THE TWO MISS HEMINGWAYS. A new Comedy-Mystery in 
Three Acts. One interior setting. 2 men, 8 women. 
“The play mounts in tension and a really good third act, in which 
the “ murdered’ hostess comes to life, provides thrills in plenty.” 
—The Amateur Stage. 


fTILL FURTHER ORDERS. The popular Comedy-Farce in Three 
Acts. One interior setting throughout. 4 men, 6 women. 


“ A very happy choice of play... . It abounds in quips and wise- 
cracks.’’—London Press. 


JOHN MARLOW’S PROFESSION. Drama in Three Acts. Single 


set. 4 men, 5 women. 


LEAP IN THE DARK. Comedy-thriller in 3 Acts. Single set. 4 


men, 7 women. 


THE YOUNGER END. A Comedy in Three Acts. One simple 
interior scene. 4 men, 6 women (but can be played with 3 men, 
7 women, if desired, or 5 men, 5 women). 

“In writing Tur Youncer Enp the prolific Mr. Massey has made 
drama groups a rich gift.”—Southampton Press. 


THE FEMININE TOUCH. Comedy in Three Acts. Single interior 


scene. 3 men, 6 women. Many professional productions. 


ISN’T LIFE DULL? A new Comedy in Three Acts. Single interior 
scene. 3 men, 6 women, or can be played with 4 men, 5 women. 


Actine Eprtions of the above plays, complete with drawing of 
ground plan, property plot and Author’s own production notes : 
4s. each (postage 3d. extra). 

Actinc Fess: On sliding scale, based on receipts. £1 1s. to £4 4s. 


Books of the above plays may be purchased or obtained 
on reading loan, three titles for 7¥d. stamps from 
WILFRED Massry 


(address as on Page 1) 


PLAYS BY WILFRED MASSEY, PUBLISHED BY 
SAMUEL FRENCH LTD. 


A STAR COMES HOME. A Comedy in Three Acts. 


Plays 2 hours 20 minutes. Modern costume. 
1 interior scene throughout. 4 males, 6 females. 
Fre: {2 2s. each performance. Books: 3s. (postage 3d.) 


HAPPY DAYS. A Farce in Three Acts. 


Plays 2 hours 25 minutes, including intervals. Modern costume. 
1 interior scene throughout. 4 males and 7 females. 
Fre: {2 2s. each performance. Booxs: 3s. (postage 3d.) 


GIRL IN QUESTION. A Comedy in Three Acts, 


Plays 2 hours 25 minutes, including intervals. Modern costume. 
r interior scene throughout. 4 males, 6 females. 
Fre: {£2 2s. each performance. Books: 3s. (postage 3d.) 


FORCED LANDING. A Comedy in Three Acts 


Plays 2 hours 30 minutes. Modern costume. 
I interior scene throughout. 4 males, 6 females. 
Fre: £2 2s. each performance. Booxs: 3s. (postage 3d.) 


WITH VACANT POSSESSION. A Domestic Comedy 
in Three Acts. 


I interior scene throughout. 3 men, 7 women. 
Fre: £3 3s. each performance. Books: 4s. (postage 3d.) 


PRICE OF FAME. Comedy in Three Acts. 


Laurence Montefioret, Number One Personality of radio and tele- 
vision, has his domestic troubles that his public never dream of. 
4 men, 6 women. Single Scene. 

Fre: £3 3s. each performance. Books: 4s. (postage 3d.) 


Although these plays are by Wilfred Massey, they are nor controlled by 
him and he has no influence over fees. They are published by Samuel 
French Ltd., 26 Southampton Street, Strand, London, W.C.2. 
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